a screenplay by David S. Goyer 


based on the Marvel Comics character 


‘ 
Eirst Draft 


—_- » ‘ e 


Rev. 6/10/94 


Blade 
CREDIT SEQUENCE: 


Darkness. Then the sound of a HEART BEATING. Then a LIGHT 
- dim at first, just on the edge of our perception = but 
gradually growing in intensity. 


Light. Darkness. Light again. In sympathetic rhythm with 
the heartbeat. Snapshots of an inner world. 


PROTEINS 


Albunin, fibrinogen, prothrombin - complex chains of amino 
acids. Delicate, otherworldly formations. One image 
Gissolving to the next. ‘ 


CORPUSCLES 


floating in amber plasma. Looking like strange and 
wondrous sea creatures. Erythrocytes - the red cells, 
round and concave. Leukocytes - the white cells, the 
granular neutrophils and eosinophils, the rounded 
lymphocytes. Thrombocytes - the platelets. The rhythmic 
expansion of the artery walls, pulsing with each successive 
surge of blood as the HEART BEATS FASTER. Traveling. 
Taking us... 


IN UTERO, 


Alive but unborn. Abstract, impressionistic images 
gradually resolving themselves into a tiny, beating heart. 
Then resolving further still into the child as a whole. 
Near full term. Surrounded by the white, protective 
substance known as vernix caseosa. Shifting in a sea of 
amniotic fluid. 


And now, other sounds intruding themselves upon the unborn. 
A sound like a RIVER rushing over us. A WOMAN’S CRY, 
rising in pitch and intensity, warping into the full- 
fledged SHRIEK of a newborn, filled with all the incumbent 
uncertainty and terror of the birth process. 


And something else, too. Something terrible. The 
HEARTBEAT races like a locomotive now. The unborn child 
shifts, turns its head... 
e«eeand opens its eyes. 

CUT TO BLACK. 


~The SCREAM continues as the credits end and the MAIN TITLE 
rolis. 


BLADE 
(CONTINUED) 


FADE IN: 
EXT. INNER CITY, INDUSTRIAL GHETTO =- NIGHT 


A decaying no man’s land populated by the husks of 
condemned buildings and the huddled, rag-swathed forms of 
the HUNGRY HOMELESS. Steam rises from the manhole covers, 
drifting across the litter-lined streets in languorous 
tendrils. ° 


A black Mercedes 850 appears over the crest of a hill, 
ROARING past us. An incongruous sight in this God forsaken 
place. 

‘ 
ANT. MERCEDES =- NIGHT 


A MAN sits behind the wheel - 30s, rich, sickeningly 
attractive - we'll call him DENNIS. 


Squirming around in the passenger seat is RAQUEL, a 
model/actress rock and roll coquette with waif-like eyes 
and an hourglass figure. 


RAQUEL 
So where are we going? 


DENNIS 
It’s a surprise. 


RAQUEL 
I Jike surprises. 
Dennis studies Raquel, giving her one of those "if looks 
could devour" stares. He slides a hand up her thigh, 
beneath her micro-mini-skirt. Raquel raises his hand to 
her mouth, starts sucking on his fingers... 


Dennis pulls his hand away, downshifts... 
EXT. VACANT LOT - NIGHT 


The 850 shoots through an narrow alley into a vacant lot, 
pulls to a stop. Dennis and Raquel climb out. He leads 
her across the lot into another alley. 


EXT. ALLEY - NIGHT 


The kind of alley you’d imagine yourself being gutted, 
__gang-raped, and left for dead in. Raquel clings closely to 
Dennis’ side, apprehensive. At the end of the alley is a 
steel door. Dennis knocks on it. 


(CONTINUED) 


A “peep-hole" slat in the door opens and a LIGHT is shone 
in Dennis’ eyes. A VOICE behind the door offers a verbal 
challenge. Dennis responds. They’re speaking a language 
we've never heard. After a moment the door cpens. Dennis 
gives Raquel a knowing wink. They enter. 


INT. BUCKET OF BLOOD —- NIGHT 


Dennis and’ Raquel move past the hulking DOORMAN, making 
their way down a narrow stairway... 


The Bucket of Blood is an elite under-ground club —- a 
techno~grunge version of an old-time juke joint. Lcts of 
BODIES writhing on the strobe-lit dance floor. A heavy S&M 
scene. leather. Latex. Tattoos. Body-piercings. The 
MUSIC is loud, aggressive - a beat so heavy it’1l jar the 
fillings from your teeth. 


LOWLIFES lounge on ratty couches along the sidelines, 
groping at one another. On an elevated stage, a WOMAN with 
a body to rival Kate Moss performs for the crowd, twisting 
her skeletal limbs into impossible positions like a freak 
show contortionist. 


Raquel pulls Dennis out onto the dance floor. She’s 
impressed that her date has the clout to get into such a 
place. It’s got a greasy, dangerous vibe. She likes that. 


A lupine-featured BIKER-BUTCH GIRL with a streak of white 
running through her raven hair moves in behind Raguel, 
pressing up against her. 


The Biker Girl flicks her tongue against Raquel’s ear - 
it’s been pierced with a silver post which clicks against 
her teeth. Tattooed across the girl’s bare back in Gothic 
letters are the words "ABANDON ALL HOPE". 


Raquel is now sandwiched between Dennis and the Biker Girl, 
but that’s okay, she’s done things like this before. And 
she’s so high that it wouldn’t matter if she hadn’t. The 
three of them move their bodies in time with one another. 
Sexuality isn’t an either/or proposition at the Bucket of 
Blood. 


The beat gets LOUDER. The action heavier. The atmosphere 
more narcotic. Raquel laughs, reveling in the hedonisn. 
Everything rises to a fever pitch... 


= RAQUEL 
(shouting to Dennis 
over the music) 

God, I could use a drink! 


(CONTINUED) 


eo 
oe 


7 Dennis just sniles. 


A CLOCK ON THE WALL 


The second hane sweeps upward. Midnight is upon us. The 
crowd on the dance floor begins to part... 


ABOVE THE DANCE FLOOR - 


SOMETHING is being lowered from a trap-door in the ceiling. 
It’s upside down, bound in chains - A MAN, stripped of his 
Clothes, his mouth taped shut. His body swings as he 
Struggles to free himself. 


Raquel stops Gancing. What is this? Some kind of fucked 
up performance art? 


Suddenly, one of the club-goers opens her mouth, revealing 
a set of razor-sharp canines. She locks her jaws on the 
man’s jugular, tearing into his flesh. An arterial spray 
jets out, spattering her face... 


Other club-goers swarm in on the pan, ripping into his 
flesh, feeding in an orgiastic frenzy. Horrified, Raguel 
recoils, turning towards... 


DENNIS, 


who grins. His canines extend, pushing out from his gums, 
tapering to razor-sharp points. His tongue flicks across 
his teeth, lizard-like. His fingernails crow outward, 
turning into claws. His eyes have changed. The whites 
look like they’re bleeding now, while the pupils oscillate 
hypnotically. 


DENNIS. 
What’s wrong, baby? 


Raquel SCREAMS, pushes away from Dennis, only... 


The Biker Girl has fangs now too. In fact, ev 

eClub does, with the exception of poor Raguel. That’s 
because they’re all vampires. And once they’re done with 
the main course, Raguel’s scheduled to be the palate- 
cleanser. e 


Raquel tries to run, but the club-goers have closed in 
around her. They make a game of it, shoving her from one 

person to another, their pale faces leering at her like 
twisted jack-o-lanterns. 


The strobe lights quicken to a seizure-inducing intensity. 


(CONTINUED) 


ed 


& 


Raquel spins, trying to escape her tormentors. She falls 
into Dennis’ arms. He throws her forward.e.- 


Raquel Jands on the floor. She’s fallen at someone’s boot- 
clad feet. She looks up... 


A DARK FIGURE 


sits in the shadows, unnoticed until this moment. The 
figure stands, moves into the light - a black man. 

Towering above her, wearing dark glasses and a long coat. 

A scary, enigmatic figure who’s soul has been tempered by a 
lifetime of horror. 


His nane is BLADE and there’s been a fire burning in his 
veins since the Gay he was born. 


Blade shrugs off his long coat, revealing an arsenal of 
high-tech weapons strapped to his body: 


Kevlar Slashguard gloves, 6-point adjustable body armor, a 
modified CAR-15 assauit rifle with an ultra-violet entry 
sight mounted on top, two Casull .454 revolvers, a "Demon" 
automatic cross-bow, a bandolier of mahogany stakes, an 
Indian-style katar punching Gagger - and last, but 
certainly not least, his namesake - a silver sword which is 
pecured in a back-scabbard, 


ured ck- 


Blade reaches over his shoulder and unsheathes his sword - 
a Japanese katana. He grips it with both hands. Time 
screeches to a halt. 


CLOSE ON BLADE 
A gaze as cold and pitiless as a midnight sun. 


The club-goers stare back. And then... 


All hell breaks Joose. 


With a SNARL, Dennis charges at Blade, moving “ete 
preternatural speed, practically a blur... 


THUNK! Blade moves like lightning, sinking his sword into 
Dennis’ chest, clear up to the hilt. Blade then plants his 
boot in the vampire’s gut and pushes him back off the 
sword. He falls at Raquel’s feet... ae 


__ Ochre-pinkish blood seeps from the wound in Dennis’ chest. 
~ Se HOWLS as his flesh liguefies, running like candle wax. 
Pooling on the floor in a growing puddle of ectoplasmic 
Sludge. 


(CONTINUED) 


A SHRIEK comes from behind... 


Blade spins, decapitating TWO CHARGING VAMPIRES with a 
single blow. Their heads bounce across the floor, 
deflating like punctured balloons, instantly rotting... 


TWO MORE VAMPIRES are coming at him. Blade frees his left 
- - hand, unholsters a Casull, FIRES... 


MACRO BULLET SHOT... 


e+eas the round roars through the air towards its tarcet. 
A silver-tipped dum-dum bullet which explodes on contact. 


! e 8 ches ta8 ed e 
irst vamp’ es conti j e va e ! 
Both creatures tumble forward, their bodies instantly 
Gecomposing... 


The club-goers surge forward as one. Blade sheathes his 
sword, swings Gown his assault rifle, flicks on the UV 
entry light mounted above... 


A shaft ef blinding "sunlight™ cuts across the vampires. 
They rear back, skin smoking from the light’s corrosive 
effects. Blade opens FIRE, pumping round after round of 
wooden fragmentation bullets into the crowd... 


The strobe lights are still flickering, only adding to the 
mayhem. Some of the vampires try to flee, scurrying up the 
stairs, but then the stairs becomes clogged with liquefying 
bodies... 


THE BIKER GIRL 


runs forward, does a series of humanly impossible serial 
somersaults, ending with a kick to Blade’s chest... 


Blade goes flying backwards thirty feet, tumbling over 
tables, Slamming into the rear wall so hard that plaster 
rains down from the ceiling. He Joses his assault rifle, 
reaches for the automatic Demon cross-bow which is secured 
to his leg. With a flick of a switch the arms of the bow 
SNAP! open, drawing the bow-string taut. He FIRES. .- 


MACRO BOLT SHOT , 


as the wooden stake rockets towards the Biker Girl. she 
_ leaps ten feet straight up into the air, sinking her claws 
into the ceiling and swinging her feet upwards... 


CRASH! She kicks through a glass skylight, disappearing 
into the night. 


(CONTINUED) 


ade rises to his feet... . 


BOOM! Something huge knocks him back to the floor. Biade 
finds himself wrestiing with a feral-faced six-foot-four 
nodern-prinitive nightmare named QUINN. The vampire rears 
back itB head, spreading its jaws wide. Every inch of its 
face is covered with ritual scarification patterns and 
Maori-like tribal tattoos. 


Blade forces an elbow against the Quinn’s throat, trying to 
keep him at bay. With his other hand he reaches to his 
bandolier, pulls out a stake... | 


CRUNCH! Blade shoves the stake through the vampire’s 
darynx. The vampire gurgles, clutches at his throat... 


Blade rolls out from under, rises, retrieves his cross- 
Dow. oe 


The vanpire rips the stake from its throat, leaps up... 


Blade FIRES his cross-bow. The bolt hits the vamp in the 
shoulder, throwing him backwards and nailing him to the 
wall, The vampire reaches over with its other hand to pull 
out the stake... 


Blade starts forward, FIRES AGAIN. A second bolt siams 
into the vampire’s other arn, effectively pinning hin. 


Blade stops a yard away from the vampire, withdrawing his 
sword once more, placing the point dead-center in the 
vamnpire’s chest.. 


QUINN 
eeel know you...you’re the Day- 
walker, the one they call 
Blade... 


BLADE 
Where is Deacon Frost? 


QUINN ; 
No comprende, amigo. 


The vampire laughs, air whistling through his ruined | 
darynx. The whites of its eyes bleed bright red. 
BLADE 
Where is Frost?! Tell me!!! 
QUINN 
You’re too late. The Tide is 
xising, the Sleeper awakens. 


(CONTINUED) 


Suddenly the vampire spits a mouthful of caustic vampire 
blood in Blade’s face. Blade steps back, momentarily 
blinded... 


aM The vampire tears himself from the wal], Jetting the states 
rip right through his shoulders. He swings a taloned hand 


at Blade’s face... 


- -Blade swings: his sword upward, shearing off the vampire’s 
arm at the elbow. The severed limb falls to the floor, 
instantly meiting into sludge. The vampire emits a high- 
pitched HOWL that sounds like a cross between a wolf and a 
thousand squeaking bats... 


Blade moves to strike again, but the vampire bolts. We’ve 
never seen anything move so fast. In the blink of an eye, 
he’s up the stairs and gone. 


A beat. Up above, mounted in one of the corners, is a 
security camera. Blade looks into the camera, then fires 
his cross-bow, sending a bolt SMASHING erreignt into the 
camera lens. 


Blade turns, surveying his work. As usual, he’s the only 
one left standing. 


Here and there, a number of bodies are still sizzling away 

into nothingness, but for the most part, all evidence of 

the vampires is gone. Just a bunch of bubbling oily-black 

: stains. Clothes, jewelry - it’s all been burned away by 
the acidic process of the creatures’ accelerated 
Geconposition. 


RAQUEL 


sits huddled in a corner, shivering, eyes wide with shock. 
She sees Blade staring at her and she cowers. She’s 
terrified of him. And well she should be. She might as 
well be standing in the shadow of the angel of death. 


RAQUEL 
e--please, No... 
Blade regards her coldly, almost as if he were passing 
judgment. He reaches down, grabs Raguel by the jaw, tilts 
her head up. For a brief moment, we’re not sure what he’s 
going to do... ° 


“He turns her head slowly from side to side, looking for 
bite marks. There aren’t any. 


(CONTINUED) 


, Satisfied, Blade releases Raquel. He sheathes his sword 
and walks away, leaving her anidst the carnage. He starts 
up the stairs, disappearing in the smoky haze. 


Compassion isn’t a word that exists in Blade’s vocabulary. 
Not anymore, at least. 


e 


; cuT TO: 

ExT. DOWNTOKN ~- NIGHT 

A beat-up Buick filled with TEENAGERS zips down the street. 
INT. BUICK =- NIGHT 


LOUD MUSIC. JEFF, the driver, is trying to’ concentrate, 
while his friends raise hell. 


JEFF 
Would you guys shut up?! 


JEFF’S POV (THROUGH WINDSHIELD) 


vdden a TRANSIENT Jurches of e curb jin eo) e 
Car. Jeff stands on the brakes, too late... 


JEFF 
Shitilt 


THWUMP! The Buick plows into the transient. 


EXT. DOWNTOWN ~ NIGHT 


- Jeff and his friends pile out of the Buick, gathering 
around the fallen vagrant... 


«-.only it’s not a vagrant. It’s the vampire Ouinn. 
SMASH CUT TO: 


INT. HOSPITAL, E.R. - NIGHT 


CLOSE ON QUINN d 


strapped to a gurney cart, being transferred by PARAMEDICS 

from an ambulance into the E.R. Quinn is deathly pale, 

beaded with sweat. He writhes on the cart. ? 
The SHOCK-TRAUMA TEAM of nurses and residents swarms over 

—him, inserting a vacutainer into an artery to draw blood, 
wrapping a blood pressure cuff around his arn... 


(CONTINUED) 


x. 


20. 


CURTIS WEBB, the Senior ER Resident, looks Quinn over = the 
gaping holes in his shoulder, the blackened stump where his 
deft arm used to be, his ruined throat - it’s 
overwhelming... 


CURTIS 
5 Jesus Christ... 


nS NURSE #2 
(with stethoscope) 
- He’s not breathing... 


CURTIS 
Intubate him! 


\ 
The RESPIRATORY THERAPIST feeds an endotracheal tube down 
Quinn’s throat, attaches that to an Amblu bag. 


RESIDENT 
Blood-pressure’s forty and 
falling... 


CURTIS 
I need three units of O- 
negative, let’s go! 


Nurse #2, the one who drew the blood, holds up one of her 
sample vials. 


NURSE 42 
(confused) 
Sit wsis 


Curtis spins, stares at the vial - the biood is a milky 
echre-pinkish color. 


CURTIS 
What the hell is this? 
NURSE #2 
(re: Quinn) 
-..his blood. ; 
CURTIS 
(thrown for a second) ¢ 


All right, um...get me a CBC, a 
differential count, urinalysis, 
chemistry panel, everything... 


~~ CuT TO: 


Ji. 


INT. HOSPITAL, HEMATOLOGY LAB - NIGHT 
MICROSCOPE POV 


are We are looking at a blood smear on a slide that’s been 
stained with Wright stain (a blue ink). What we see is a 
collection of Gonut-sShaped pink things (red blood cells) 
intermingled with some small blue specks (platelets) and 
the occasional larger, light-blue blobs (white blood 
cells). 


KAREN JANSEN, an attractive henatologist in her early 30s, 
sits back from the microscope, stumped. Next to her is 
JULIE WHITAKER, a chentech. 


@ 


KAREN 
This is a joke, right? 


Curtis sits on a stool nearby, slowly shaking his head. 


CURTIS 
I wish. : 

KAREN 
Curtis, this is pot human 
bicea sé < 

CURTIS 


Then what is it? 


KAREN 
I don’t know... 
(re: microscope) 
- « Look at this blood smear! 


Curtis takes a look for himself. 


KAREN 

The red blood cells are 
biconvex... 

(laughs) 
--ewhich is theoretically 
impossible. They’re 
hypochromic, there’s virtually 
no hemoglobin in then...you 
want me to go on? e 


Curtis nods. 


ced 


(CONTINUED) 


12. 


KAREN 
(continuing) 
The platelets are abnormally 
dJarge. The PMNs are 
binucleated, instead of 
mononucleated... 


CURTIS 
What about the chemistry panel? 


Karen looks to Julie, who reaches for a computer print- 


out... 


Julie tosses 


JULIE 
Blood sugar level is three 
times that of a normal human, 
phesphorous and uric acid are 
off the scales... 


the print-out aside. 


JULIE 
This is ridiculous... 


KAREN 
Seriously, Curtis. It’s one in 
the morning. I don’t think 
either of us are in the mood 
for one of your practical 
jokes... 


CURTIS 
It’s not a joke. I’m telling 
you, the paramedics brought 
this John Doe in - he was 
practically D.0.A., but then he 
stabilized - it was incredible. 
He’s up in I.C.U. right now... 

(changing tactics) 

Look, Karen, just come and see 
him, okay? Five minutes, 
that’s all I ask. 


KAREN 
(sighing) 
Now I remember why I broke up 
with you. 
CURTIS 


- Biggest pistake of your life. 


a= 


(CONTINUED) 


a3. 


KAREN 
(to Julie) 
Send a rescue party if I’m not 
back in five minutes. 


INT. HOSPITAL, HALLWAY - NIGHT 


Curtis and Karen head down the hall, passing the nurse’s 
~° station. - 


CURTIS 
Tell me something, honestly, 
you ever have second thoughts 
about us? ‘ 


KAREN 


(grudgingly) 
Sonetimes. 


Curtis sniles. 


KAREN 
Stop it. 


CURTIS 
What? I’m allowed to snile, 
aren’t I? . 


KAREN 
No. Smiling is forbidden. 


CURTIS 
Yes, Herr Commandant. 


The two of them reach the doors of the ICU. 
INT. HOSPITAL 1.C.U. - NIGHT 


The late-shift. Lights are off. It’s quiet - just the, 
reassuring BEEPS of monitoring equipment. A WARD NURSE 
mans the front desk. Curtis and Karen make their way past 
curtained cubicles, turning into the one on the end... 


CUBICLE 
Quinn lies in bed, comatose, hooked up to an oxygen tube, 
catheter, IV line, and a dizzying array of vital sign 


sensors. He looks emaciated, cheeks sunken - like a 
—corpse. Karen studies his facial tattoos and grimaces. 


KAREN 
Why would somebody do that to 
themselves? 


(CONTINUED) 


CURTIS 
(shrugging) 
Boredon? 
KAREN 


How much blood did he lose? 


CURTIS 
“+ Over seventy percent. 


= KAREN 
Be should be dead... 


. CURTIS 

I know. That’s why I wanted . 
you to see him. Everything 
about this is wrong. 


Karen picks up Quinn’s chart and looks it over. Curtis 
pulls ovt a penlight, flicks it on. He leans over Quinn, 
lifting an eyelid and shining the light into the pupil. 


CLOSE ON QUINN’S EYE 


The pupil is little more than a pin-point. The iris is a 
Geep, unnatural gold. Suddenly, the pupil dilates, opening 
s0 wide that it completely blots out the iris. And then... 


vinn bolts wu ed, tea ut rea 
He “grabs a handful of Curtis’ euracon ectube ang hauls hip 
forward, sinking his fangs into Curtis’ jugular. 


CLOSE ON QUINN’S FANGS 


They’re translucent. ollew. We can actually see the 
biood coursing up into then. 


KAREN 
Somebody help!!! 


Quinn sucks in Curtis’ blood like a living vacuum. And as 
he does so, his cheeks begin to fill out, his pallor 
changes from bone-white to a florid red. Conversély, the 
color quickly drains from Curtis’ face. 


The Ward Nurse comes running, takes one look at quinn, and 
bolts from the I.C.U. 


-~QUINN 


rises from the bed, flinging Curtis’ twitching body aside. 
Be rips the rest of the IV tubes and sensors from his body. 


(CONTINUED) 


-. Curls his blood-soaked lips back, baring his viper-like 
fangs. Emits a low, GUTTURAL GROWL. He takes a step 
towards Karen... 


QUINN 
(crazed by thirst) 
a _¢eemore...blood... 


- + Karen backs away, but Quinn is upon her in a half-second, 
wrapping a hand about her throat. His mouth opens 
impossibly wide and his lower jaw pnhinges Jike a snake, as 
if to swallow Karen’s head whole. Saliva drips from the 

: tips of his canines onto Karen’s face, she tries to turn 
her head away from the fetid breath which assaults her, but 
Qvinn’s grip is vise-like. She finds herself staring into 
his eyes - the pupils pulsing, opening and closing, 
hypnotic - and then she’s lost... 


Qvinn sinks the tips of his fangs into Karen’s carotid 
artery. He starts to nurse. Once more we see the blood 
traveling up through the translucent canines... 


BANG! Something slams into Quinn’s side. He HOWLS in 
pain. Another shot catches him in the face. He drops 
Karen. She falls to the floor, weak, in a state of shock, 
bleeding from the wound in her neck... 


KAREN’S POV 


The sound of RUSHING BLOOD is pounding through her skull. 
Everything is spinning. She struggles to move, turns her 
head, finds herself eye to eye with Curtis - he’s dead. 


ae ON QUINN 


as he rises to his full height. His face torn up, 
smoking... 


WHIP PAN TO... 


ade, standing at the entrance the J.c.v. ome kind 


ouped up shotaun in his F 
BLADE 
End of the line, sweet-tooth. ‘ 


eats BELLOWS with rage and leaps up, sinking the claws of 
his one remaining hand and the toenails from his bare feet 

—into the ceiling. He scrabbles across the ceiling, upside 
down, like some king of 200 lb. silverfish... 


Blade swings up his automatic rifle, trying to draw a bead 
on hin, stitching a line of GUNFIRE across the ceiling 


tiles. 


(CONTINUED) 


\ 


16. 


But he’s too late. Quinn is heading for a window at the 
end of the ward... 


SMASH! Out goes Quinn, taking most of the casement with 
hin. 


Blade rushes to the window, looks down... 


=~ * BLADE’S POV 


our stories ! Quinn lands on the roof of a car, 
caving it in. He springs back up, leaps into the shadows, 
and he’s gone... 


Blade spins on his heels. Karen is trying to a@rag herself 
across the floor. She sees him, reaches a hand out to hin, 
beseeching... 


KAREN 
---please...help me... ’ 
Ber fingers clutch at his ankle. Blade pulls away from her 
grasp, takes a step past her... 


-.-then hesitates. A flicker of doubt seems to wash across 
his face. He looks back at Karen once more, wrestling with 
his conscience, paralyzed by a wave of self-loathing. 


A BRIEF FLASH OF 


Gream-like, impressionistic imagery. A hallucination? A 
memory? No way of knowing. Night. A WOMAN lying in the 
street, reaching out to us. Blood is everywhere. 


BACK TO BLADE 


Tormented by the vision. He makes a decision. Kneels and 
scoops Karen up into his arms... 


Blade returns to the window, moving quickly. He’s wearing 
a tactical combat harness. From a pouch on his side, he 
pulis out an instant rappelling rig. He clips the 
Gescender to a rig on his harness, then secures the tie off 
carabiner around a support column. 


Just then, TWO POLICEMEN rush into the I.C.U., weapons 
drawn... 


-Blade wraps his arm around Karen’s waist and leaps 
backwards out the window... 


17. 


EXT. HOSPITAL =- NIGHT 


Blade zips down the side of the building as his rappelling 
dine is quickly Geployed. 


KAREN’S POV 


A vertiginous descent. The ground rushes up to meet then. 
She shuts her eyes... 


eeeand then they touch down, gentle as can be. Blade 
unclips himself from the descender, scoops Karen back up 
again, and heads into the parking lot. 


UP AHEAD \ 


is Blade’s car ~- a midnight-black ’69 Oldsmobile 442. The 
definitive high-performance heavy-metal muscle machine. 
This thing is a tank, with an engine big enough to power an 
Apollo recket. Plus, Blade’s made a few modifications. 


As Blade draws near he hits a remote control. The doors 
open in response. 


INT. BLADE’S OLDS = NIGHT 


Blade sets Karen down in the passenger seat, then climbs 

behind the wheel and keys the ignition. The engine ROARS 
to life, belching fumes through the duel exhaust. Blade 

floors it. | 


EXT. CITY STREETS ~- NIGHT 

Blade pilots the Olds down the streets, moving through a 
series of increasingly degenerating neighborhoods, coming 
at last to the sprawling warehouse district. 

EXT. ABANDONED FACTORY = NIGHT 

The Olds approaches a mammoth industrial facility that’s 
been cordoned off by a ten foot fence topped by razor wire. 


Vitra-violet floodlights illuminate the area, while 
strategically placed security cameras keep a watchful eye. 


INT. BLADE’S OLDS - NIGHT 


Blade-glances sidelong at Karen, silently cursing himself 
_for giving into his emotions. He hits a button on a remote 


secured to the sun visor. 


18. 


EXT. BLADE’S OLDS/ABANDONED FACTORY = NIGHT 


A gate slides open, Blade guides the Olds inside. We 
follow as the Olds cruises around towards the back of the 
building, heading down a concrete loading ramp. 


Blade hits another button. A heavy iron loading door at 
-~- the bottom of the ramp slides open. Blade pilots the Olds 
into the darkness. ; 


INT. ABANDONED FACTORY, INDUSTRIAL ELEVATOR - NIGHT 


Bright UV lights flicker on. We’re ina massive loading 
elevator. The elevator HUMS and begins to'‘ascend. One 
floor, two floors... 


. With a booming CLANG the elevator reaches its destination. 
The doors at the rear of the elevator open. Blade touches 
his foot to the accelerator and guides the Olds out. 


INT. ABANDONED FACTORY, WHISTLER’S WORKSHOP —- NIGHT 


The "workshop" has been set up in an old factory, circa 
WWII. Equipment is strewn everywhere - various half- 
finished projects, on-going medical experiments, gutted 
vehicles, bizarre-looking weapons, even a mobile surgical 
theater... 


The place looks like a cross between an auto junkyard, an 
armory, and an alchemist’s lair. Everything is jerry- 
rigged and homespun, as if it were cobbled together from 
Heath kits. It’s an intriguing blend of the high-tech and 
the arcane - equal parts science and wizardry. 


Blade climbs out of the Olds. He opens the passenger door 
and pulis Karen out, carries her in his arns. 


BLADE 
Whistler! 


WHISTLER (0.S.) 
Brought a friend home, have 
you? 


ABRAHAM WHISTLER = 


hobbles out of the shadows, leaning heavily on his silver- 
—tipped cane, his right leg encased in a metal brace. His 
face is lined with wrinkles, his hair long since gone gray. 
his right eye clouded by a cataract. <Abraham’s age is 
pomewhere between sixty and a hundred. He wears a pair of 
spectacies, with a jeweler’s lens mounted on top. 


(CONTINUED) 
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BLADE 
(re: Karen) 
She’s been bitten. 


WHISTLER 
Well don’t just stand there 
iike an idiot, bring her over. 


- Whistler turns and heads towards the operating theater. 


Blade lays Karen Gown on the operating table. Whistier 
turns on an overhead light. 


ON KAREN 


Sheathed in sweat, ashen. She’s lost a lot of blood. 


Whistler pulls on a pair of surgical gloves, then probes 
the wound in Karen’s neck with an antiseptic swab. 


CLOSE ON THE WOUND 


Two nasty-looking holes. There’s capillary damage around 
the perimeter of the wound - the tissue Jooks bruised, 
gangrenous. 


WHISTLER 
Looks like we caught it just in 
time, another hour or so and 
she’d be well into the 
change... 


Whistler snaps open a smelling salt capsule and waves under 
Karen’s nose. She stirs, eyes wide. 


WHISTLER 
Hey kid, can you hear me? 


KAREN 
(scared, disoriented) 
What...? 


WHISTLER 
You’ve been bitten by a 
vampire. It’s treatable if you 
catch it in time. Just like a . 
rattlesnake bite. We've got to , 
burn out the venon... 


ngtesres, ee 


Ge 


Whistler snaps his fingers. Blade hands him a massive 
syringe filled with a caustic-looking fluid. Karen sees 
the syringe, resists... 


(CONTINUED) 
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an WHISTLER 
(to Blade) 
Hold her. 


Blade forces Karen back. Whistler readies the syringe. 


WHISTLER 
ses Ys (reading her name tag) 
- . “Dr. Karen Jansen". Okay, 


“ « Karen, stay with me here - I’m 
going to inject you with an 
antidote made from allium 
&Setivum - that’s garlic, in 
case you were woncering. Now 
it’s going to hurt just a tad, ‘ 
SO you might want to grab hold 
of something... 


Whistler sinks the needle into Karen’s neck and depresses 
the plunger. 


"Hurt" doesn’t begin to describe what Karen experiences 
next. Imagine undergoing childbirth while someone pumps 
battery acid through your veins. 


Karen SHRIEKS, her body going into uncontrolled paroxysns. 
The wound on her neck begins to smoke as the antidote 
attacks the poisonous vampire venon. 


Karen clutches at Blade’s arms, digging her nails in. She 
stares up at him with unflinching intensity, like a child 
Gesperately searching for assurance. 


ON BLADE 


It’s an awful moment for him - his reaction to such 
intimacy is one of almost visceral revulsion. It’s 
something he’s spent a lifetime avoiding. He’d like 
nothing more than to be done with this, but the only thing 
he can Go is hold her still while she rides out the 
seizures. 


KAREN’S POV Fi 


Distorted, as if being viewed through a fish-eye lens. 
Darkness Closes in around her. The last thing sheisees is 
Blade staring down at her. . 


Karen’s hands slip from Blade’s arms. Her eyes roll to 
White. She’s out. 


CuT TO: 


21. 


INT. DRAGONETTI’S ESTATE, MEETING ROOM - NIGHT 


CLOSE ON a television monitor. We are watching footage 
taken at the Bucket of Blood. Blade has just finished 

dispatching the vampires. He turns and stares into the 
camera, fires his cross-bow. The screen cuts to static. 


A WITHERED, CLAWED HAND 


“moves into-frame, holding a remote. With a tap of a 
button, the monitor goes dark. 


PULL BACK - 


We are in a large, wood-paneled room, Jit entirely by 
candlelight. An oaken table dominates the room. Seated at 
the table are the TWELVE RULING VAMPIRE LORDS, representing 
various regional territories and a "rainbow" of racial 
colors - names like PALLINTINE, VON ESPER, ASHE, BAVA. Two 
of them, the FAUSTINAS, are identical twins - lethal- 
Jooking women with skin the color of alabaster. 


At the head of the table, seated in an ornately carved 
chair, is GAETANO DRAGONETTI, current vazpire “Overlord". 
He has blood-red eyes and skin as thin as parchment 
stretched over skull-like features. A gold pedant hangs 
from his neck - the mark of regency amongst the vampire 
race. 


Silence. No one dares speak a word. 


Gaetano is nibbling on something with his yellowed, dagger- 
like teeth. He discards the remains, tossing it with a 
CLINK! into a silver bowl. The item is a human finscer 
bone, picked clean. One of many which now occupy the bowl. 


Dragonetti motions with his hand and a liveried SERVANT 
energes from the shadows. The servant sets a crystal wine 
Glass in front of Dragonetti, then pours BLOOD from a 
chilled carafe into the glass. 


Dragonetti takes a sip, nods his approval to the servant. 
He dabs at his lips with a linen napkin. Then he speaks in 
a dry, raspy voice. 


He uses the "secret tongue” - the ancient vampire Janguage 
which utilizes consonants human vocal chords are incapable 
of reproducing. It sounds like a combination of Russian 

being spoken backwards and the high-pitched squeal-of bats. 


eg: 


(CONTINUED) 
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DRAGONETTI 
(subtitled) | 
"Blade" = the Day Walker. Our 
, writings prophesied one such as 


himself. The great scourge of 
the Night Children who wields 
- his unholy sword. He must be 
. Gestroyed. 


FROST (0.8.) 
(in English) 
You’re wrong, Lord Gaetano. 


All heads turn. Who would dare such seDupencet 


Standing at the opposite end of the table is DEACON FROST, 
a mere "Underlord" in the vampire hierarchy. Strikingly 
handsome. Younger, less conservative than his superiors, 
fueled with a passionate intensity. Amongst the vampire 
community he’s known as an agitator. He’s also the vampire 
equivalent of a racial supremacist. 


FROST 
Blade represents an incredible 
opportunity for us. We'd be 
fools to waste that opportunity 
by killing hin. 


DRAGONETTI 
(subtitled) 

You refuse to speak our own 
language? You insult us by 
using this gutter-tongue, 
Deacon Frost. Have you no 
respect for our traditions? 
For our creed? 


FROST 
Why should I respect something 
which has outlived its purpose? 


This causes quite a stir amongst the other vampires. Frost 
might as well have slapped Dragonetti in the face. 


DRAGONETTI 
I see. And what would you have 
- us do with this..."freak of 
nature"? ; 


FROST 
Study him. Learn the secrets 
of his biochemistry. 

(MORE ) 


(CONTINUED) 


FROST (CONT’D) 
Blade is the key we’ve been 
looking for... 


ae DRAGONETTI 
He is an abomination! 


Dragonetti siams his fist down so hard on the table that 
- ehis wine blass topples over, spilling blood across the 
polished tabletop. . 


FROST 
Why should we spend ‘the rest of 
our existence cringing from the 
daylight when his blood offers , 
us an alternative?! 


DRAGONETTI 
We have existed like this since 
the beginning of history. Who 
are you to gvestion our ways?, 


FROST 
I’m the future, old man, while 
you are the past! 


Dragonetti looks like he’s ready to have a fit. 


= the body of a ten year-old boy, interjects. 


PALLINTINE 
You’re out of line, Frost. 


FROST 
An I? Or am I just the first 
one to say out loud what we've 
all been thinking? 
The fact that no one answers is telling. Frost starts 
around the table towards Dragonetti. 


FROST 
The coming age belongs to us, 
not the mewling Homo Sapiens Q 
who have fucked this world into 
pediocrity! They’ve had their ° 
chance. Now it’s our turn. * 
When the Sleeper awakens, who 
do you want at his side? 


o @- 


Re ‘stabs an accusing finger at Dragonetti. 


(CONTINUED) 
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LORD PALLINTINE, a five-hundred year-old vampire inhabiting 


26. 


. FROST 
= Some withered up fossil who 
will snap like a brittle bone 
at the first sign of change? 


: Dragonetti GROWLS like an beast, rising from his chair with 
blinding speed. He lashes out at Frost, raking his claws 
across Frost’s face and knocking him to the ground. 

a= 8 DRAGONETTI 
(enraged) 
- Get out!}} 


Frost picks himself up. He touches the gashes on his 
cheek. Looks at his fingers, licks the eieed from then. 


FROST 
Careful, old man. You might 
wake up one day and find 
yourself extinct. 
Frost smiles at Dragonetti and calmly exits the roon. 
Cur TO: 
INT. WHISTLER’S WORKSHOP - DAY 


Darkness. Somewhere off in the distance we hear VOICES = 
two people arguing. 


ON KAREN 


as she comes to. She finds herself on a cot in the 
operating theater. Her wound’s been cleaned and bandaged. 
* She rises, a little shaky... 


BLADE (0.8.) 
Frost is here, I know it. 


Karen pushes aside a curtain. Filtered sunlight shines in 
through a bank of grimy windows, illuminating... 


BLADE J 


as he sits on a counter, his shirt off. Whistler inserts a 
tiny glass ampule into the back of a gas-powered pistol- 
injector, then fires the solution into Blade’s vein. 
WHISTLER es 
= I increased the dose by three 
ecs. You’re building up a 
resistance to the serum... 


(CONTINUED) 
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Karen lets curtain fall back. She Jooxks about her 
surroundings. Where the hell is she? Nearby is a doorway 
leading to another room. She enters. 


INT. BLADE’S ROOM —- DAY 


Spartan. Like a monk’s cell. Just a cot, a table, and an 
enormous coljiection of weapons - knives and daggers of 


.every conceivable kind. Some of them are wooden, with 
bizarre-looking runes inscribed along the blades. 


Karen draws closer. Hanging from the hilt of one of the 
swords is a locket on a tarnished silver chain. Karen 
picks the locket up, opens it... \ 


INSIDE THE LOCKET 


A photo of a black woman, mid-20s, attractive, standing in 
the sunshine. Taken some thirty years ago. 


A shadow falls over Karen. 


BLADE (0.S.) 
What are you doing here? 


Karen spins, startled. Blade stands behind her, his eyes 
full of menace. He snatches the locket from her hand. 


WHISTLER (0.S.) 
Ah, back in the land of the 
living, I see. 


Whistler appears in the doorway, pushing past Blade. He 
takes Karen by the arm and ushers her from the roon, 
skillfully defusing the charged moment. 


INT. WHISTLER’S WORKSHOP = DAY 
Whistler leads Karen away from Blade’s quarters. 


KAREN 
Where am I? 


WHISTLER 

I jokingly like to refer to our 
humble little lodgings as the 

3 "Bat Cave", but in truth, that 
nane’s already been taken. 

(offering his hand) 

My name is Abraham Whistler. 
The brooding gentleman you just 
met is Blade. 


(CONTINUED) 
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Karen studies Blade. He’s an odd one, alright, with his 
dark sunglasses and dour expression - in many ways just as 
ruthless as the creatures he hunts. 


Karen brings a hand to her bandaged neck. With sudden 
vividness, she recalls the events of the previous night. 


eis : KAREN 
Curtis... 


’ BLADE 
The other doctor? He’s dead. 


- Blade might as well have knocked the wind ott of her. She 
‘“G@idn‘t need to be reminded of that. Karen’s mind reels. 
What kind of nightmare has she stumbled into? 


KAREN 
Why did you bring me here? 


BLADE 
Because if I didn’t you would 
have died. Then you would have 
turned into one of then. 
(pointedly) 
Then I would have had to kill 
you. 


Blade takes his sword from his scabbard, sighting down the 
length of it. He rubs a cloth over it, buffing it, 
cleaning off the residual vampire traces. 


KAREN 
One of..."them"? 


BLADE 
A vampire. 


WHISTLER 
The homines nocturna = the 
night children. We hunt then. 


(a nervous snile) 
You’re joking... 


Blade fixes Karen with a stare that could freeze alcohol. 
BLADE 
Do I look like I have a sense 
of humor? 


(CONTINUED) 
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He doesn’t. Karen’s beginning to wonder what kind of 
psychos she’s inadvertently fallen in with. 


WHISTLER 
(motioning to her) 
Come... 


~ “ Karen starts to follow. Blade extends his sword, blocking 
her path. 


BLADE 
You talk too much, Whistler. 


: WHISTLER \ - 
aa She has a right to know. 
Besides, she’ll be safer if she 
does. 


Blade stares at Karen ~- almost as if her were daring her to 
avert her gaze. She doesn’t. He lowers his sword, 
allowing her to pass. 


Whistler continues on. He indicates various shelves and 
tables crowded with moldering, leather-bound books. 
Manuals on everything from how to conjure a demon to 
lycanthropic physiognony. 


WHISTLER 
I’ve dedicated my life to 
studying vampires, trying to 
separate fact from fantasy. 
With respect to Mr. Lugosi, 
you’d do well to forget what 
you’ve seen in the movies. 
Most of it’s crap, anyway - not 
being able to cross running 
water, their fear of crosses... 


KAREN 
(sarcastically) 
What about a stake through the 
heart? 


WHISTLER 
That’1l do the job, so will 
- Gecapitation. ee 


—Whistler coughs into a handkerchief. 

. WHISTLER 
(recovering) 

Some of the old wives’ tales 


are true. 
(MORE) 


(CONTINUED) 
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WHISTLER (CONT’D) 
Vampires go have severe 
: allergic reactions to silver, 
2 garlic, various types of woods. 
And of course they suffer from 
phengophobia... ; 
. (explaining) 
Fear of sunlight. It’s the 
ultra-violet rays which are 
toxic. Comes in handy. 


Whistler picks up a custonized gun with a UV entry light 
and flicks on the light. 
- ay 
WHISTLER 
(re: other weapons) 
We have a few other tricks up 
our sleeves. Silver-plated 
bullets, wooden fragmentation 
rounds. I do my best to be 
creative. They’re hard to 
kill, you know. They have a 
tendency to regenerate... 


Whistler approaches a series of "black-out" curtains which 
have been arranged in the far corner of the room. He lifts 
one of the curtains aside. 


INSIDE, 


@ large fifty-gallon tank, filled with dark, swirling 
fluid. An assortment of monitoring equipment quietly BEEPS 

S and HUMS around it. Various electrical leads and sensors 
have been have been fed into the tank. The fiuid inside 
the tank is blood. And to make matters worse, SOMETHING is 
floating within the blood. 


WHISTLER 
(turning on a light) 
Welcome to Vampire Anatomy 101. 


“THE THING" INSIDE IS ACTUALLY... 


oeethe remains of a vampire, the living remains. It’s 

basically a head, a spine, and a collection of free- 

floating internal organs. It moves about in the tank like 

some Kind of hellish water eel, using its spine to propel 
~—itself like a serpent. 


KAREN 
My God. oe 


(CONTINUED ) 
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WHISTLER 
Quite a sight, don’* you think? 
We’ve nicknamed him “the Spine" 
for obvious reasons. 


Karen draws closer, closer. THUMP! The thing bangs up 
- - against the glass. Karen jumps back... 


WHISTLER 
Don’t worry. He can’t get out. 
i’ve got an electrical current 
running through there which 
keeps him ir line. 


The creature opens its mouth, futilely scraping its fangs 
on the other side of the tank glass. 


KAREN 
This is insane... 


WHISTLER 
(nodding) 
Most people have a hard time 
with it in the beginning. 


Despite her revulsion, Karen’s scientific curiosity has 
gotten the better of her. Cautiously, she draws closer. 


WHISTLER 
You see, vampirism is like a 
progressive disease. It takes 
over the human body, changing 
it cell by cell, until the end 
result is something completely 
different than what you started 
with. The older a vampire is, 
the less human he becones. 


Whistler taps on the glass tank with his cane... 


WHISTLER 
Pleasant dreams, my aqueous 
friend. 


ee-and turns ovt the light. He leads Karen away from the 
curtained area. 


Outside, Karen finds herself staring at Blade once again. 
He is suiting up for his nightly hunt. Strapping on his 
body armor, loading ammunition into his weapons, watching 
her. He strings the tarnished locket around his neck as if 
it were an amulet that could ward off evil. 


(CONTINUED) 
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KAREN 
Why do you hunt then? 


BLADE 
Why does a spicer spin a web? 
Because it’s in his nature. 


-e ; WHISTLER 

" - The answer to your question is 
@ vampire named Deacon Frost - 

- Dy own personal anti-christ. 
We’ve been after him for a long 
time. Followed him across the 
Orient, then on through Europe. 
We almost finished him off in ' 
London... 


‘Whistler smiles bitterly, recalling past events. We sense 
that this is a sore point between Whistler and Blade. 


WHISTLER : 
(Slapping his leg : 
brace) 
This is a souvenir from Frost. 
He gave it to me in ’49. I’ve 
been waiting to pay him back 
ever since. 


BLADE 
Frost killed@ his wife and 
children. 


WHISTLER 
Yes, well, all that’s ancient 
2 history. 


Whistler’s eccentric cheerfulness has dissipated. Karen 
jeans acainst a counter top. This is all too much for her. 
She’s absolutely floored. 


KAREN | , 
How could something like this 
have been kept a secret for 60 


jong? 
0 
WHISTLER 
- Their survival depends on their 3 
ability to blend in. Think of - 


then as the ultimate secret 

society - a shadow race, 

running parallel to our own, 

weaving in and ovt of history. 
(MORE) 


(CONTINUED) 


31. 


WHISTLER (CONT’D) 
They’ve got their claws sunk 
aa into everything - politics, 
i banking, organized crime. 


BLADE 
You’ve probably run into one of 
them and not even known it. On 
the subway, in a bar, in your 
bedroon... 


Karen considers his words. It’s a chilling thought. 
Whistler gestures towards the windows. | 
\ 
WHISTLER 
There’s a war going on out 
there. Blade, myself, a few 
others - we’ve tried to keep it 
from spilling over onto the 
streets. Unfortunately, ' 
sometimes people like yoursel 
get caught in the cross-fire... 
(he sighs) 
You’re in a great deal of 
Ganger, Ms. Jansen. My advice 
to you is to leave the country, 
immediately. 


KAREN 
I can’t do that! I have a life 
here, a career... 


- BLADE 
Not anymore. You’ve geen one of 
them. They can’t afford to let 
you live. 


KAREN 
Then I’ll go to the police. I 
have biood samples back at the 
hospital. I can ghow then. 


WHISTLER 
It wouldn’t do any good. You'd 
be dead before you had the 
- chance to act. 


_ Blade finishes suiting up. He pops two last rounds into a 
shotgun, snaps it shut, slides it into a hip holster. 


KAREN 
(appalled) 

This is ridiculous! No one’s 
that powerful... 


(CONTINUED) 


BLADE 

(impatient) 
look, while we’re sitting here 
having show and tell, the. sun’s 
going down. If you know what’s 
good for you, you’ll be out of 
the city by nightfall. if 
you‘’re stupid enough to stay, 
that’s your business. 


The full magnitude of what Karen is up against is beginning 
to sink in. She looks to Whistler for confirmation, 


sympathy, anything. 


4 
WHISTLER 

He’s right, of course. Here, 

take this... 


Be hands her a small metal canister. 


WHISTLER : 
It’s a kind of mace, but for 
vampires. I made it with 
Silver nitrate and essence of 
garlic. Hopefully you won’t 
need to use it. 


CuT TO: 
INT. BLADE’S OLDS (ON KAREN’S STREET CORNER) = DAY 


Blade brings the car to a stop. Karen looks at him. His 
eyes are hidden behind his dark glasses. His expression is 
stone. F 


BLADE 
Go on. Get out. 


EXT. KAREN’S APARTMENT BUILDING - DAY 


As Karen climbs out, Blade swings the door shut behind her. 
The Olds ROARS off down the quiet residential street. 


INT. KAREN’S APARTMENT BUILDING, LOBBY/ELEVATOR = DAY 


Karen-lives in an old building. She crosses the lobby, 
stepping into an elevator already occupied by ether PEOPLE. 


Just as the doors are closing, TWO GRUNGE-PUNKS duck 
Inside. Now the elevator car is quite crowded. Karen 
finds herself surreptitiously glancing at the grungers, 
then the rest of the people around her. Would she be able 
to tell if one of these people weren’t human? 


33. 


INT. KAREN’S APARTMENT BUILDING, OUTER HALL —- DAY 


Karen exits the elevator. So do the grungers. Karen's 
heart skips a beat... 


«--but then the grungers head left, away from her. 
~ -INT. KAREN‘S APARTMENT - DAY 


Karen enters quickly, bolting the door behind her. She 
immediately moves to the phone and dials 922. 


KAREN 

(into phone) \ 
I need the police. This is an 
emergency... 

(a deat) 
Hello? My name is Dr. Karen 
Jansen. I was with Curtis Webb 
at Mid-Town Hospital last 
Night. I witnessed what 
happened...that’s right...the 
attack... 

(listening) 
2957 Aurora Street, apartment 
308. Yes, I’11 wait here. 
Thank you. Please hurry. 


‘Karen hangs up the phone and sinks down into a chair to 
wait. She sets Whistler’s vampire mace aside. Fingers the 
ganze bandage on her neck wound. 


as KAREN 
(sighing, to herself) 
Get a grip on yourself, girl... 


She shuts her eyes, starts massaging her temples. We move 
in towards her... 


A BRIEF FLASH OF 


Quinn in close-up. The vanpire’s mouth opening wide. 
Saliva dripping from his fangs. His pupils pulsating 
hypnotically. We rush into his gaping maw and... 


0 
WHAM! We’re back to reality. Karen wakes with a start. 
Looks ‘about the room. According to the clock on the 
mantel, an hour has passed. It’s dusk now. 


Someone is KNOCKING at the front door. Karen drags herself 
from the chair. Turns on a light. She moves to the 
peephole, cautious, looks ont... 


(CONTINUED) 
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A MAN is standing in the hallway. well-kept, wearing a 
Sports coat and slacks. 


KAREN 
(through the door) 
Who is it? 


- -The man flips open an ID case, flashes a detective’s badge. 


GIDEON 
Detective Gideon, NYPD. 


Karen visibly relaxes. She opens the door and steps aside, 
allowing Detective Gideon to enter. t 


KAREN 
Come in... 


GIDEON 
(re: her bandages) 
You alright? 


Karen nods. 


GIDEON 
I’m glad you called. We’ve 
been anxious to get a hold of 
you. You disappeared for a 
while. 


KAREN 
I know. Look, this is going to 
: be a little hard to explain, 
We but, um... 


He reaches into his jacket and pulis out a silenced pistol. 


GIDEON 
(smiles) 
Try me. 


Karen’s eyes widen in surprise. She has a half-second to 
act. She shoves Gideon back, then frantically reaches for 
Whistler’s "mace". She sprays it in Gideon’s face. It 
seems to blind him for a moment, but that’s about it. 
Nothing pyrotechnic. Nothing much at all. —— 


Karen backs up into a corner. Gideon wipes a band over his 
eyes, clearing his vision. He sniffs. 


GIDEON 
oe Garlic? 


(CONTINUED) 


KAREN 
(weakly) 
---he said it would work 
against vampires... 


GIDEON 
Who said I was a varpire? 


~ *Gideon raises his pistol, all pretense aside now. 


GIDEON 
Say good-bye, Dector. 


! e de de mes 
through it! He evans ante Gideon, "knocking him back 
against the wall. 


Gideon tries to bring his pistol up. Blade wraps his 
fingers around the man’s hand and gpoveezes. Gideon 
SCREAMS. We hear the bones in his hand snap like kindling. 
The pistol falls from his grasp. ‘ 


Blade fires his fist into Gideon’ gut again and again, then 
he heaves the man up by his jacket collar and flings hin 
across the roon. 


Gideon struggles to stand, but Blade is all over him. He 
continues to kick the shit out of Gideon until the man 
falis unconscious. 


Blade stands over Gideon’ limp form, fists clenched, 
breathing heavily. Violence works on him like a drug - 
once he starts, it’s difficult for him to stop. He looks 


- to Karen. 


BLADE 
You okay? 


Karen nods, looks down at Gideon. 


KAREN 
How did you know? P 


BLADE 


Figured they’d send someone ’ 
after you. I waited around to 


se see who showed up. 


KAREN 
You used me as bait?! 


(CONTINUED) 
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BLADE 
Yes. 


KAREN 
(exasperated) 
But he...he could’ve... 


ts i BLADE 
” He didn’t. Get over it. 


Blade kneels next to Gideon. He turns the man’s head, 
inspects the neck, the skin behind the ear... 


KAREN 
I don’t understand. He’s a \ 
policeman... 


BLADE 
He’s a familiar - a human who 
works for the vampires. See 
this mark? : 


Karen draws closer. Blade has pushed back Gideon’s hair, 
revealing a tiny, cryptic symbol tattooed into the man’s 
scalp. 


BLADE 
That’s a glyph. It’s like a 
vampire cattle brand. This one 
is Deacon Frost’s. That means 
the good Detective here is 
Frost’s property and the other 
vampires should stay away. 


KAREN 
Why would anyone want to work 
for then? 


BLADE 
Because they’re wanna-be 
vampires. If they’re loyal, if 
they prove themselves, their - | 
masters will turn then. 


Blade checks Gideon’s wallet. It’s filled with cash and a 
photo.of Karen, nothing else. He reaches into the man’s 
pocket, fishes out his car keys. 2 


“EXT. KAREN’S APARTMENT BUILDING - DUSK 


Blade is out on the street, making a cursory inspection of 
Gideon’s car. He moves to the trunk. Karen follows. 


(CONTINUED) 
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Blade works the end of a crowbar in and pops the trunk 
open. 


IN THE TRUNK = 


A sophisticated medical cooling unit for transporting 
organs. Blade opens the unit, coolant vapor hisses out. 
Inside are ‘plastic bags containing blood. 


¢ 
e eo 


BLADE 
Looks like our friend was 
blood-running... 


Blade lifts out one of the bags, turns it over in his 
hands. . 


CLOSE ON THE BLOOD BAG 


There’s a sticker/label indicating the blood and serum 
type. Beneath that is an address: 


THE HOLLISTON CLINIC - 1227 SOUTH ‘BROOKNER 
Blade closes the case back up, looks to the horizon. 


BLADE 
It’s getting late. I meant 
what I said about being gone by 
Sun down. 


Blade starts towards his car which is parked down the 
street. Karen follows. 


KAREN 
(astonished) 
Wait a minute...you’re just 
going to leave me here? What 
if they come back?! 


BLADE 


They will. That’s why you have 
to leave. 


KAREN 
(desperate) 
Let me come with you, then. ¢ 


BLADE 


(CONTINUED) 
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BLADE 
(growing annoyed) 
Because people have a tendency 
to die when they’re around me. 


Blade continues towards his car. Karen reaches for his 
arm, trying to stop hin. ; 
one: KAREN 

What am I supposed to do, then? 

Shut my eyes and pretend I 

Gidn’t see what I saw? 


Blade spins around, gripping Karen’s wrist tightly. He 
tears off his glasses. Karen gasps... 


BLADE’S EYES 


aren't human. Nor are they a vampire’ &. The eyes are 
something else altogether - the irises are a cool green, 
jJaced with swirling flecks of red. : 


BLADE 

(venomous ) 
Let me set you straight on 
something, Doctor. What you’ve 
"seen" so far is pothing! The 
world you live in is just some 
Sugar-coated topping! Well 
quess what? There’s another 
world beneath that one, the 
real world. It’s always night 
there, and it’s always cold, 
and it’s filled with pain and 
horror and cruelty. 

(beat) 
I’m not going to say this 
again. Run while you can. You 
won’t get another chance. 


If Blade’s words were meant to scare Karen, they did a good 
job. He slips his glasses back on and moves to the curb, 
leaving Karen speechless. He climbs into his Olds. Starts 
the engine, guns it. 


Karen watches as he drives away, feeling humiliated, then 
angry. 


_ KAREN 


Screw it. 
(CONTINUED) 
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Karen hurries down the street to her own car, ® Honda 
Civic, and jumps behind the wheel, taking off after Blade’s 
vanishing Olds. 

CuT TO: 


EXT. EDGEWOOD TOWERS, PENTHOUSE = DUSK 


~ “We are soaring through the air above the gleaming city 


skyline, moving towards the Edgewood Towers whose windows 
reflect the blood-red sinking sun. 


INT. FROST’S PENTHOUSE, POOL = NIGHT 


Suffused lighting, elegant tile-work featuring evocative 
mosaics, the quiet strains of CLASSICAL MUSIC. 


A BIRD’S EYE VIEW - 


Looking down on the pool. Deacon Frost sleeps at the 
bottom of the pool, eyes closed, Christ-like. 


His eyes open. He slowly floats to the surface —- not 
swims, fioats. He climbs from the pool, towels himself 
off, slicks back his hair. 


MERCURY, the Biker Girl from the Bucket of Blood, lounges 
in a nearby chair, half-naked, a TV remote in her hand. 

She listlessly channel-surfs, stops on a station featuring 
a televangelist. An 800 number flashes across the screen. 
Mercury grins, picks up a cordless phone, dials the number. 


MERCURY 
(into phone) 
Hi. I’m interested in saving 
my soul from eternal 
Gamnation... 


GIDEON, 


the familiar who attempted to silence Karen, waits at the 
end of the pool, cradling his wounded hand, his face 
bruised and battered from his two-step with Blade! Frost 
approaches hin. 


FROST 
- 50, this Jansen woman managed sn 
to escaped, did she? és 
GIDEON 


Blade was waiting for ne. 
There wasn’t anything I could 
do. 


(CONTINUED) 
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Frost nods, lapsing into brooding contemplation. 


FrOST 
Tell me something, Gideon, what 
blood type are you? 


Gideon hesitates. Is this a trick question? 
si GIDEON 
I don’t really know... 


FROST 
I’m going to guess AB positive. 


i 
Frost shifts his eyes to Mercury. In a heart beat she’s 
upon Gideon, ripping his throat out with her fangs. She 
sucks in a mouthful of blood, then heaves Gideon into the 
pool. 


Mercury approaches Frost. She kisses him, letting Gideon's 
blood flow from her mouth to his. Their lips part. Blood 
trickles over Mercury’s chin, down between her breasts. 


Frost flicks a tongue over his lips. 
FROST 


AB positive. Give the man a 
prize. 


Mercury tovches her index finger to her chest, writing on 
her fiesh with Gideon’s blood. She spelis out, "I LOVE Dv". 


ne FROST 
You’re such a poet, Mercury. 
MERCURY 
I guess I’m just a sensitive 


soul. 


In the pool, Gideon’s lifeless body slowly sinks towards 
the bottom, his blood clouding the water red. On the TV, 
the televangelist continues to preach hellfire. , 


CUT TO: 
é 
EXT. ‘CITY STREET - NIGHT 


“Karen polis her car to a stop at the end of the block. She 
Climbs out. We're in a run-down commercial area. Not an 
ideal place for a woman t> be snooping around at night. 


(CONTINUED) 
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UP AHEAD 


we can see Blade’s Olds. Blade removes and sutomatic rifle 
from the back seat and heads between two buildings. 


EXT. BETWEEN BUILDINGS - NIGHT 


Karen turns the corner just in time to see Blade 
“disappearing through a hole where some planks have been 
removed from a fence at the back. She follows suit. 


EXT. BACK ALLEY - NIGHT. 


Karen finds herself in a dark, menacing alley. Mountains 
of trash bags. SBoardced-up windows. Overlapping dayers of 
gang graffiti clinging to the walls like creeping fungus. 
A greasy rat crouches on the lid of a trash dumpster, 
gnawing on the remains of a pigeon. 


Blade is nowhere to be seen. Karen starts down the alley, 
passing the first in a series of sunken entryways... 


SOMEONE 


EXPLODES out of the doorway, SCREAMING, rushing at Karen in 
a blur of movement, slamming her against the far wall. 
There’s no time to defend herself. We see the FLASH of a 
Sword esge as it swings towards her head... 


.then stops a mere centimete om her oat. Karen 
finds herself eye to eye with Blade. The sword vibrates 
from the tension in his forearms. 


BLADE 
(furious) 
What the hell are you doing?! 


Blade lowers his sword. Karen remembers to breathe. 


BLADE 
(fuming) 
XI could have killed you! 


KAREN 
Look, I’m sorry, but I have to 
know more about them. It’s the 9 
- only way I know to get through re 
this. 


BLADE 
By satisfying your scientific 
curiosity? 

(MORE) 


(CONTINUED) 
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BLADE (CONT’D) 
This isn’t National Geographic, 
Doctor. This is war. 


KAREN 
I’d rather take my chances with 
.you and Whistler, than spend 
e the rest of my life looking 
- > over my shoulder every time I 
hear a footstep. 


Biade stares at Karen a moment, taking her measure. He 
turns and moves to the end of the alley. Studies the 
graffiti-covered wall intently. , 


KAREN 
What are you looking at? 


BLADE 
What do you see here? 


KAREN 
Graffiti... 


BLADE 
Wrong. Look closer... 


Blade indicates a design amongst the various gang-banger 
tags that looks something like a post-modern hieroglyphic. 


BLADE 
This isn’t a gang-banger tag. 
It’s a vampire marking. It 
means there’s a safe-house 
nearby. A place they can go if 
Gawn is coning. 


Blade points to a building across the street. 
THE HOLLISTON CLINIC 


is your basic inner-city blood-barter establishment where 
transients and desperate students try to parley tHeir 
plasma into cash. 


KAREN aa 
(a look of recognition) : 
I know this place - it’s a - 
= biood bank. 


BLADE 
Yeah, well it also happens to 
be owned by vampires. 

(MORE) 


(CONTINUED) 


. BLADE (CONT’D) 

I guarantee you the blood they 
take in never reaches the 
hospitals. There’s one of 
these in every major city, and 
just like Domino’s, they always 


Geliver. 
; (looking to Karen) 
ee ° You telling me you’re ready to 


. * walk through that door? 
Karen nods. 


BLADE 
ZI won’t be rcesponsible for yous, 


KAREN 
No one asked you to be. 


Blade holds up one of his .454s. 


BLADE , 
Do you know how to use one of 
these? 

KAREN 
No. 

BLADE 


(handing it to her) 

Fake it. The bullets are 

- Silver hollow-points filled 
with garlic paste, but don’t 
worry. They won’t discriminate 
when it comes to a human. Keep 
your mouth shut and your eyes 
open, Doctor. You might learn 
something. 


Blade starts across the street towards the clinic. 
INT. HOLLISTON CLINIC, LOBBY - NIGHT 


Blade steps inside, swinging his rifle around foriall to 
see. 


BLADE ) 
- Get out. Now. F 


“The POTENTIAL DONORS in the lobby aren’t about to argue. 
They scramble for the exit. 


BEHIND A COUNTER, 
A MALE NURSE reaches for an alarm button... 
(CONTINUED) 
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---Blade vaults over the counter and points the rifle in 
the man’s face. 


BLADE 
Consider another option. 


The man’s hand falls back to his side. He’s wearing a name 
tag that says "LORENZO". 


= 
td e 
._ 


BLADE 
let‘s just cut the preamble. I 
know you’re blood-running. 
Who’s your sponsor? Is it 
Frost? 


“LOREN20 \ 
I don’t know what the hell 
you're talking about... 


POW! Blade backhands him across the face hard enough to 
loosen his teeth. Karen flinches. 
KAREN 
What if you’ve made a mistake? 


Blade shoots Karen a "get real" Jook. He clamps a hand to 
Lorenzo’s throat and pins his head to the wall, turning it 
to the side. Because of his close-cropped hair, the man’s 
Glyph is easier to spot. It’s different from the one we 
Saw on Gideon. 


BLADE 
What’s this? <A birthmark? 


LORENZO 
Go fuck your mother. 


Thet touched a nerve. The look of fury on Blade’s face 
could shatter steel. If you jive to be a hundred, hope you 
never see it directed at you. 


BLADE 
(a Jethal whisper) j 


Try again. 


Blade slams the butt of his rifle into Lorenzo’s gut. He 
Soubles over, sucks wind. Blade grabs Lorenzo and shoves 
him forward. He stumbles through the doorway... 


“INT. HOLLISTON CLINIC, SUPPLY ROOM - NIGHT 


Karen and Blade move into the back room for a jJooxk about - 
supply cabinets, cots, a number of large refrigeration 
units. 


(CONTINUED) 


Blade opens one of the units. It’s stacked floor to 
ceiling with plastic packets of blood. 


BLADE 
(to Karen) 
Still think we might be wrong? 


Karen examines the medical equipment that’s been set up. 


=< site KAREN 
" They’re not screening the blood 
for HIV... 
BLADE 
They don't need to. Vampires 
can’t get AIDS. 


(to Lorenzo) ’ 
How much blood do you ship out 
of here daily? 


LORENZO 
I’m not telling you anything! , 


BLADE 
We’ll see about that... 


Blade opens FIRE, sweeping his rifle around the roon, 
shooting everything in sight. Glass cabinetry shatters. 
Ampules and vacutainers go flying. Lorenzo cowers, arms 
wrapped about his head... 


LORENZO 
Fuck!!! 


Blade stops shooting. He leans down towards Lorenzo, 
placing the end of his rifle against the man’s forehead. 
Lorenzo looks like he’s about to wet his pants. 


BLADE 
I’ve got a message for your 
masters - tell them the night’s 
no longer safe for their kind. 


Blade pulls back his rifle, leaving a red indentation mark 
where the end of the rifle barrel pressed into Lorenzo‘s 
skin. He starts towards the exit. Karen follows. 
’ 
” cut TO; 


~ANT. BLADE’S OLDS - NIGHT 
Blade and Karen return to his car. He keys the ignition, 
lets the engine idle. They’re parked down the street from 
the blood clinic. 


(CONTINUED) 


KAREN 
q Why did you let him go? He 
ae didn’t tell us anything. 
BLADE 


He will. 
- «Blade points... 
THRODGH THE WINDSHIELD — 


we see Lorenzo come tearing out of the clinic. He rushes 
to the parking lot, climbs behind the wheel of a Mustang. 


Blade reaches to a cellular phone scanner mounted on the 
Gash, flicks it on. Numbers flash on the LED screen as it’ 
searches for a signal, then Jocks onto it... 


Lorenzo’s Mustang takes off down the street. Blade eases 
the Olds away from the curb, following the SeUSrens ata 
Giscrete distance. 

COMING OUT OF THE SCANNER SPEAKER —- 


We hear a DIAL TONE, then a number being dialed. 
Finally... 


AUTOMATED VOICE 
(filtered, on scanner) 
"You’ve reached a number that 
is no longer in service. 
Please consult your operator 
. and try again". 


LORENZO'’S VOICE 
(filtered, on scanner) 
It’s Lorenzo, Code sixteen- 
Apple-Charlie... 
A “real" voice comes on the line: 
VOICE 
(filtered, on scanner) j 
Yes? 
Karen looks to Blade, impressed. 
—INT. LORENZO’S MUSTANG =- NIGHT se 


Lorenzo speeds through the city streets. He’s on the 
Speaker phone. 


(CONTINUED) 
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LORENZO 
Get me Pearl! 


VOICE 
(filtered, on speaker) 
He’s indisposed. 


LORENZO 
e+ Look, I’m not fucking around 
here! That hunter everyone’s 
been talking about? He was 
just at the clinic. Tore the 
goddamn place apart! 


‘eur To: 
EXT. BLACK PEARL - NIGHT 
A purple neon scroll above the entrance reads “THE BLACK 
PEARL". The ’Pearl’ is a 24-hour, twenty-one and over 


strip-joint. Your basic grind house featuring nude dancers 
and watered-down drinks. 


Lerenzo’s Mustang pulls into the parking lot. He cuts the 
engine, climbs out, heads inside... 


WHIP PAN TO... 


Blade’s Olds pulling to a stop a few blocks down the 
street. 


INT./EXT. BLADE’S OLDS = NIGHT 


Blade kills the engine, shrugs on a longcoat. He moves to 
the trunk, takes out a satchel, hooks it over his shoulder, 
grabs a shot-gun. He looks to Karen. 


BLADE 
You coning? 


KAREN 
(nodding) 
I’m still getting used to the 
fact that vampires are real. 


BLADE 
a There are worse things than : 
vampires out there. “ 


KAREN 
Like what? 


(CONTINUED) 
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Blade pumps his shotgun. 


BLADE 
Like me. 


Blade starts across the rain-slick street. 


INT. BLACK PEARL - NIGHT 

The joint- is hopping, packed with Slumming BUSINESS MEN and 
DRUNKEN LOSERS. Dimly lit, the air thick with cigarette 
smoke. Deafening MUSIC. 


STRIPPERS writhe in the middle of circular "pit" tables 
surrounded by HOWLING MEN who toss them tips and hope to 
grab a handful of something. But that’s nothing compared 
to what’s going on... 


‘UP ON THE STAGE 


The MAIN ATTRACTION does a bump and grind down the runway, 
wrapping her never-ending legs around the pole. She’s got 
attitude to spare and a body torn from the pages of a 
schoolboy’s wet dream. Her attire? She’s topless, with 
only a jeather S&M face mask, nipple rings, spike heels, 
and a pair of panties to hide her modesty. 


Blade and Karen pause by the bar. They’re just in time to 
see Lorenzo heading into a hallway at the back. Blade 
pushes his way towards the rear of the club. Karen 
follows. 


ON THE STRIPPER 


Fes eas she swings around the pole. She catches sight of Biade 
and freezes in mid-routine. We see a familiar phrase 
tattooed across her bare shoulders - "ABANDON ALL HOPE". 


The stripper pulls off her S&M hood. Long black hair with 
a streak of white tumbles down her back - jt‘’s Mercury. 


INT. BLACK PEARL, HALLWAY = NIGHT 


Blade and Karen head past the bathrooms. At the dnd of the 
hall is a door marked "OFFICE". The Men’s door opens, a: 
DRUNK COLLEGE KID steps out, sees Blade... ‘ 


= KID 
Hey... eo 


ae 


Blade plants a hand over the kid’s face and shoves him back 
Anto the bathroom. Blade kicks open the office door... 


49. 


INT. BLACK PEARL, BACK OFFICE - NIGHT 


Lorenzo spins around, startled. He tries to throw a punch. 
Blade blocks the blow. He clamps a hand on Lorenzo's 
throat, lifts him off his feet, throws hin... 


Lerenzo CRASHES into shelving unit, taking the whole thing 
~ .down with him. Karen winces, despite herself. Blade grabs 
@ handful. of Lorenzo’s hair, lifts up his head. 


BLADE 
Where’s the entrance! 


LORENZO : 
(blubbering) i 
eeethey’1l kill nme! 


Blade rips off his glasses and gives Lorenzo an eyeful = 
his irises pulse and glow. 


BLADE 
z got news for yeu buddy. 
é ea 


LORENZO 
(terrified) 
Oh God, shit..behind the 
bookcase... 


Blade drops Lorenzo, moves to the bookcase. He searches 
the wall a moment, then finds a button. -Hits it... 


The bookcase slides into the wall, revealing a set of 
secret elevator doors behind it. The doors HISS open 
automatically. 


Blade moves to put his sunglasses back on... 
BLADE’S POV (IN THE REFLECTION OF HIS SUNGLASSES) 


We see Lorenzo behiné him, pulling a handgun out of a desk 
drawer, swinging it up... 


Blade unholsters one of his Casulis faster than ane 
gunslinger in history. He FIRES over his own shoulder... 


e+ea Bhot to the chest BLOWS Lorenzo back against the wall. 
_se sinks to the floor, dead. a 


Blade puts his sunglasses back on, looks to Karen, and nods 
his head towards the elevator. ; 


(CONTINUED) 


BLADE 
After you. 


INT. BLACK PEARL, ELEVATOR = NIGHT 


The elevator Gescends, down, down, Gown. A little tone 
CHIMES, signaling the end of the ride. The doors hiss 
epen. 


NT. PEARL'S’ DEN OF INIQUITY, HALLWAY =- NIGHT 


Blade and Rasen move down “a candle-lit hall, weapons ready. 
We hear the soft strains of eerie, CHORAL MUSIC coming fron 
a room at the end of the hall. 


INT. PEARL’S DEN OF INIQUITY, BED CHAMBER - NIGHT 


Blade and Karen enter. The centerpiece of the room is an 
enormous, Circular bed piled high with satin pillows. 
Diaphanous curtains hang down, obscuring the bed’s 
"occupant". But we do get a rough sense of its size - 
absolutely massive. 

A tremulous, bird-like voice calls out from behind the 
curtains. 


PEARL (0.S.) 
Is that you, Lorca? 


Blade pushes aside one of the curtains with his gun. 


BLADE 
Guess again. 


Nothing Karen’s seen up until this point covld prepare her 
for this... 


PEARL, 


a nine-hundred pound androgynous vampire of vaguely Persian 
origin, lounges amidst a sea of pillows. Think of a cross 
between Divine, Sydney Greenstreet, and Jabba The Hutt. So 
fat he can barely move. 6&o engorged with blood that he’s 
actually sweating it from the pores of his skin. ,A trickle 
of blood runs from the corner of his mouth, down dver his 
Goughy, Slug-like lips. 


Lying next to Pearl, dwarfed by the vamnpire’s passive size, 
is the body of a naked man - his eyes open, pale as chalk, 
completely drained of biood. 


ae (CONTINUED) 
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At the sight of Blade, Pearl’s eyes widen in fear. He dabs 

at his chubby face with a blood-soaked handkerchief, jowls 

quivering all the while. In one hand he clutches a rolled 

‘ up piece of parchment, which he hugs protectively against 

.. his chest. His eyes flicker nervously from Blade to Karen 
and back again. 


: BLADE 
= ee "You know who I an? 


PEARL 
You’re the hunter, the one they 
call the Day-Walxker. 


BLADE 
That’s right. And you must be | 
Pearl. 
(glancing at Karen) 
If he biinxs, shoot hin. 


Blade tosses his satchel on the bed, opens. it. Pulls out a 
large light. He connects the wires of the light to a car 
battery. 


PEARL 
(apprehensive) 
What is that? 


BLADE 
it’s a portable sun lamp. I’n 
going to ask you some 
questions. Depending on the 
answers, you might get to have 
tas yourself a tanning session. 
(looking to the 
parchment) 
What do you have in your hand? 


PEARL 
Nothing that would concern you. 


Blade turns on the lamp. Harsh light falls over Pearl. 
Pearl HOWLS. Blade flicks the light back off again. 
Exposure to the lethal rays, even for one short second, has 


made Pearl’s face blister and smoke. , 
Pearl lets loose with a string of caustic words in the 
vanpire Janguage. oe 

7. BLADE 


Next question. Why has Frost 
come here? What is he after? 


(CONTINUED) 
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PEARL 
(eyeing the sunlamp) 
Be wants to become the new 
Overlord... 


BLADE 
Why now? 
~- *Pearl hesitates... 
BLADE 
Why new? 
PEARL 
I don’t know... 


Blade turns on the lamp again, for a longer time. Pearl 
thrashes on the bed, covering his face with his hands. His 
hands starts to blacken, the skin sizzling away to expose 
the finger bones beneath. 

Blade turns off the lamp. Pearl’s face and hands continue 
to smoke. Karen fights to keep herself from being sick. 
Blade draws closer, until he’s eye to eye with the 
monstrous vampire. 


BLADE 
Let‘’s try that again. Why now? 


Pearl SNARLS, his body quivering with poisonous rage. 


PEARL 
Because the Tide is rising and 
Ss The Sleeper awakens. 


BLADE 
Who the hell is The Sleeper? 


PEARL 
(losing it) 
The Sleeper is LaMagra! And 
when he wakens, your world will 
run red with blood!!! 


Pearl’s eyes flick to something behind Blade. Blade 
catches the eye movement, spins... 


QUINN, ae 
“Merenury, and a number of other vampires have entered the 
bed chamber, 7 


(CONTINUED) 
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QUINN 
(grins) 
Hola, amigo. 


As Blade reaches for his rifle... 


eeePearl moves with a speed that would seem impossibie, 
given his size. The half-ton vanpire rises from the bed 
“like a living tsunami, swiping a taloned-hand across 
Blade’s chest, ripping through Blade’s body armor as if it 
were tissue paper... 


Karen moves to fire... 


WHOOSH! Mercury is on her in an eye-blink, natching the 
qun from Karen’s hand before she can even pull the 
trigger... 


MERCURY 
Use it or lose it, hon. 
Mercury backhands Karen across the face, nearly knocking 
her senseless. 


Pearl throws Blade across the floor. The other vampires 
converge on hin, raining blows down on his body, GROWLING 
like a pack of wolves who have cornered their prey. 


Blade is flung against the wall, each of his arms pinned by 
one of the vampire bikers. His ‘head hangs down, he gasps, 
Spits biood from his battered mouth... 


Quinn saunters over to Blade. 


QUINN 
You took my arm, Blade. But 
that’s okay, I’m growing a new 
One... 


Quinn lifts up his "arm". A new, skeletal forearm has 
grown from the stump. it’s got cartilage, sinew, and 
muscle, but no flesh yet. Quinn works his bony fingers 
abdout. | 


QUINN ; 
Wice, huh? Think I/1l ever 
play the piano again? : 
(laughing) ee 
— Look at me when I’m talking to 


you, boy! 


He grabs a hold of Blade’s jaw and forces his head up. 
Plucks Blade’s uanEees off, tosses them aside. 


(CONTINUED) 
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QUINN 
That’s better, bright eyes. 


‘Mercury twists Karen’s arm behind her back and forces her 
to her feet alongside Blade. Quinn pulls Blade’s jacket 
open, sees the bandolier of mahogany stakes... 


_ QUINN 
. - 2 Whoa, look at this! 
Quinn pulls one of the stakes from the bandolier, looks it 
over e : . 
QUINN 
Teak. Nice craftsmanship. . 


(to the others) 

Now here’s a man who takes his 

job just a little too 

seriously. Which reminds ne, 

think I owe you one, Blade. 
Quinn stabs the stake into Blade’s shoulder. Karen GASPS 
in horror. Blade lJurches, tries to pull free, but the 
vampire bikers keep him pinned to the wall. 


QUINN 
Actually, if you want to get 
technical, think I owe you 


two... 


Quinn reaches for another of the mahogany stakes... 


PEARL 
- . Wait! 


Pearl pushes his way past Quinn, shifting about his 
mountainous body. His face has been horribly disfigured by 
the DV rays. 


PEARL 
He's nine. 


Quinn responds harshly in the vampire tongue. Théy argue 
for a moment, Mercury finally shouting both of them down 


like they were squabbling siblings. : 
. MERCURY oe 
Just make sure you leave oe 


something behind, Pearl. 
Deacon needs his blood. 


(CONTINUED) 
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PEARL 
He’ll have it. One way or 
another. 


Pearl smiles. He opens his mouth impossibly wide, offering 
a dentist’s view of his plaque-encrusted fangs. Behind his 
first set of teeth are a gecond get, and behind that, a 
ethird. The multiple sets of razor-like teeth are 
reniniscent of a shark’s, or even worse, the ringed mouth 
of a lamprey. 


WHISTLER (0.S.) 
Hold you horses, fat boy. 


The vampires whirl around... 
WHISTLER 


stands behind them, a sly grin on his face. A Cubs 
baseball cap tilted back on his head. He’s got his cane in 
one hand and a what looks like an enormous’ flashlight in 
the other. Attached to the flashlight are a profusion of 
wires which run to a power pack secured to his back. 


MERCURY 
(snarling) 
Kill hin!!! 


The vampires rush at Whistler... 


‘Whistler clicks on the "flashlight", bathing the vampires 
in a blinding beam of UV light. They SHRIEK, covering 
their smoking eyes with their hands... 


WHISTLER 
Figured that’d put some starch 
in your shorts. 


Karen scoops up the handgun which Mercury has dropped. She 
spins and FIRES POINT-BLANK into Pearl’s gaping maw... 


Pearl topples backwards, acidic fluid gushing ee Pr his 
mouth like he was one giant, punctured water blister 


Blade picks up his fallen shotgun. Nearby is the parchment 
Pearl had been clutching. He grabs that too... 


WHISTLER = 
_ (waving to then) 
Quit dicking around, let’s go! 
Karen and Blade rush after hin. 


(CONTINUED) 
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INT. PEARL’S DEN OF INIQUITY, HALLWAY - NIGHT 


Karen, Blade, and Whistler race into the hall... 


MORE VAMPIRES 
are coming -from the direction of the elevator. — 


The trio turns, heads in the opposite direction. There’s a 
door. Blade kicks it open, revealing a set of steps 
“leading down into darkness. Whistler and Karen start down 
then, Blade taking the rear... 


INT. TONNEL - NIGHT 


‘ 

_ Blade pulls a lightestick from his belt pack and snaps it, 
causing the chemicals within to mix. A soft, GREENISH GLOW 
dlluminates the area. The three of them find themselves in 
a narrow, Gamp-walled tunnel, populated by crack vials, 
syringes, and rats. 

KAREN 

(to Whistler, amazed) 

How did you find us?! 


Whistler taps a tiny radio headset curled around his ear. 


WHISTLER 
We keep in radio contact. 


KAREN 
(incredulous) 
You've been listening in the 
= . whole time? 


WHISTLER 
Damn straight. 
(looking to Blade) 
Think I’d trust this joker 
without a chaperone? 


Blade Jeans against the tunnel wall and with a GRYNT, yanks 
the teak stake from his shoulder. Whistler cups a hand to 
his ear, listens. We hear a DISTANT RUMBLE. 

e 


WHISTLER . 
ad There’s a subway line due East 
of here. Let’s hop to it. ve 


— 


The group starts into the tunnel, splashing through the 
water... 


(CONTINUED) 4 
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BEHIND THEM, 


the vampires are just entering the tunnel. A deafening 
chorus of HIGH-PITCRED WAR CRIES rises up from their 
mouths, echoing down the length of the tunnel. 


o WHISTLER 
_? (wheezing fron 
overexertion) 


Christ, I’m too old for this. 
Somebody get me a goddamn 
wheelchair... 


Karen hazards a look back... \ 

THE VAMPIRES 

surge down the tunnel like a pack of hungry wolves on high- 
octane, their lambent eyes glowing in the Garkness like red 
hot coals. There must be a dozen of then now and Quinn is 
right in the lead. 


Blade FIRES his rifle into the on-coming vampires. He 
unclips a grenade, heaves it... 


A BALL OF FIRE fills the tunnel, enguifing the vampires... 


ut Ovinn keeps opin jaht throu e mes! 
WHISTLER 
(to Blade) 
Cut and run, you two take the 
high road! 


Whistler ducks into a narrow alcove, starting down a ladder 
into a lower tunnel... 


KAREN 
Whistler! 


Blade yanks Karen down the tunnel. 
| BLADE 
Be can take care of himself!!! 
Go!!! 0 


They race ene the twisting maze of tunnels, taking one 
“turn after another, the vampires hot on their heelé... 


INT. SUBWAY TUNNEL - NIGHT 


Blage and Karen abruptly find themselves in a larger subway 
tunnel. They hurry down the tracks. 


(CONTINUED) 
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UP AHEAD - 


The tunnel widens out. A subway station, fluorescent 
lighting. We can see the RED TAIL-LIGHTS of a train just 
pulling away from the platforn. 


Blade and Karen re-double their efforts, lungs burning, 
legs pumping like mad, trying to reach the train. 


Just as the train enters the next tunnel... 


e--they leap, catch hold of a hand-rail, drag themselves up 
onto the back of the rear-passenger car, balancing on the 
narrow foothold of the coupling mechanism. ‘Blade SMASHES 
his fist through the emergency exit window. He helps Karen 
as she climbs through into the car... 


EEEEEEE!!!!} The vampires are still coming! Crawling along 


the tunnel walls on all fours, limbs a blur, claws striking 
the concrete and spewing out sparks. The vampires are 
closing fast. Too fast. Is the train accelerating quick 
enough to out-run then? 


Nope. 

QUINN 

springs forward, snagging one of Blade’s ankles with his 
"good" hand. The vampire’s weight threatens to drag Blade 


downward. Quinn dangles below, his feet dragging over the 
tracks... 


Blade reaches behind his back, pulls out his sword... 


THUNK! Blade brinas the sword down on QOuinn’s cqood arn, 


cutting it off at the wrist! Quinn falls to the tracks, 
tumbling head over heels, quickly receding into the 


Garkness of the tunnel. 


THE AMPUTATED HAND, 

which continues to clutch at Blade’s ankle, starts to melt. 
With a cry of disgust, Blade kicks the thing away. He 
turns and climbs through the window... 


INT. SUBWAY CAR - NIGHT 


Karen helps Blade inside. He sinks to the floor, 


exhausted. With the exception of the two of them, the car 
is Geserted. Karen gets a good look at Blade’s wounds - 
his shoulder and the deep gashes Pearl’s claws left in his 
chest. The front of his jacket is soaked in blood. She 
reaches for hin... 
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KAREN 
You need surgery... 


Blade brushes Karen’s hand aside. 


BLADE 
a8 _ I’m not so easy to kill. 
Blade reaches into one of his equipment packs and pulls out 
the small, gas-powered pistol-injector we saw earlier. He 
tries to load one of the tiny glass ampules into it, but 
because of his wounds, he’s not having much luck. 
i \ 
BLADE 
Can you help me with this? 


Karen nods, inserts the ampule into the gun. Blade shrugs 
off his jacket, holds out his arm. He’s looking ashen now. 
The whites of his eyes are shot through with red. 


BLADE 
You’ll have to do it... 
KAREN 
What am I injecting you with? 
BLADE 
(weak) 


My serum...it’s a human 
hemoglobin substitute... 


Karen locates a vein, presses the tip of the injector in, 
pulls the trigger... 


Blade sighs with relief as the chemical enters his 
bloodstream. He’s like a junky who’s just had a fix. 


KAREN 
You’re one of them, aren’t you? 


BLADE 
No. I’m something else. 


Blade turns away from Karen, staring out through the 
shattered window at the back of the car. We rush into the 
howling wind and the darkness of the tunnel. 

= CUT TO: 

INT. WHISTLER’S WORKSHOP - NIGHT 


The loading elevator CLANGS to a stop. Blade throws the 
gate open. He and Karen step out onto the main floor. 
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WHISTLER 


is waiting for them, sitting at a workbench, tinkering with 
a circuitry board. 


WHISTLER 
‘What took you s0 long? 


mee BLADE 
Don’t even start, old man. 


Blade moves off into the shadows, unloading his weapons, 
stripping off his armor. Now that they’re safely back, the 
last of his strength seems to dissipate. He struggles 
towards his room, disappears into the darkness. 


Karen looks to Whistler, baffled. 


KAREN 
Aren‘’t you going to help hin?, 


WHISTLER 
He’ll be fine. 


KAREN 
(incredulous) 
With his wounds?! It’s a 
miracle he’s not in shock right 
NOW... 


WHISTLER 
His metabolism will take care 
= of that. Don’t worry about it. 


Karen shakes her head in amazement. 


KAREN 
You know, I’m getting pretty 
sick of the two of you talking 
in riddles. If he’s not human 
and he’s not a vanpire, then 
what the hell is he? 


Whistler hesitates a moment, weighing his words. 
: WHISTLER ' 
Be’s a hybrid. Half and half. ° 


cur TO: 
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EXT. EDGEWOOD TOWERS, PENTHOUSE = NIGHT 


Frost stands at the window, looking out at the glimmering 
cityscape before hin. 


INT. FROST’S PENTHOUSE - NIGHT 
- -Frost turns away from the window. 
QUINN, MERCURY, 


and the other vampires from the Black Pearl stand before 
him. Quinn cradles his amputated stump with his newly 
grown arn. , 


MERCURY 
They killed Pearl. 


FROST 
(nodding) 
No great loss. Pearl was never 
crocial to my plans. i 


QUINN 
He took my fucking hand! 
(pacing) 
ef : 
FROST 


You seem to be in the habit of 
losing them fairly often, 
Quinn. Maybe the amputee 
lifestyle just suits you. 


The other vampires laugh at Frost’s remark. Quinn turns 
back on them, stares them into silence. Frost claps a hand 
on Qvinn’s shoulder. 


FROST 
Down, boy. Blade can wait 
until tomorrow. Right now, 
we've got more pressing 


business. 

(off Mercury’s lock) 3 
It’s time Dragonetti paid the 
piper. : 


“INT. WHISTLER’S WORKSHOP - NIGHT 


Whistler removes his glasses, polishing them with a 
handkerchief. 
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KAREN 
You’re telling me vampires are 
capable of mating with humans? 


WHISTLER 
No. Eric’s mother was attacked 
- dy a vampire while she was 

~ , pregnant. The creature tore 

"* ber throat out, left her for 
Gead. Fortunately, the 
paramedics were able to perform 
a cesarean before she died. 


Whistler reaches for a nearby pack of cigarettes. Pulls 
one out. Thumbs a blue-tip match, fires up. He takes a 
‘long drag. 


WHISTLER ‘ 
They say that the unborn can 
experience sensory input fron 
the outside world while still: 
in the womb. I’ve always 
wondered what Eric felt during 
his mother’s death. Any birth 
is violent, but this one must 
have been truly hellish. 


Karen glances in the direction of Blade’s roon. 


WHISTLER 

I found him when he was 
thirteen. He’d been living on 
the streets. He’d attacked a 
homeless man, killed him. Eric 
was like an animal, he had no 
idea what was happening to hin. 
Apparently the Thirst started 
manifesting itself at the onset 
of puberty. JI realized what he 
was. I wasn’t getting any 
younger. I needed someone to 
carry on after I was gone...and 
Eric had unique abilities. 6&0 
I took him home with me. 

- (beat) ; 
Eventually I found someone who 
could make his serun. ° 


Whistler taps cigarette ash into empty glass. 
(CONTINUED) 
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WHISTLER 
He’s unique, you know. A one 
in a billion anomaly. He can 
withstand sunlight, garlic, 
even silver. But he still has 
the Thirst. 


ae KAREN 
- < What happens if he doesn’t take 
the serun? 


WHISTLER 

The Thirst overcomes him. Just 
like the others. It’s not 
something he can control. 

(sighs) 
The problem is, time’s running 
out. His body’s starting to 
reject the serun. 


Whistler reaches for Blade’s sword which rests nearby, 
pulis it from its scabbard. 


WHISTLER | 
This sword used to be mine. 
It’s been passed down through 
the centuries, from one vampire 
hunter to the next. I gave it 
to Eric on his twentieth 
birthday. According to the 
legends, it was used to slay 
the very first king of the 
vampires. 
-° (sighing) 
Sometimes I think it’1ll never 
end. 


Whistler coughs, curses under his breath. He stubs out his 
cigarette. Clearly the subject is a source of great pain 


for hin. 
KAREN 
Why do vampires need to drink | 
blood? 
3 WHISTLER ¢ 
Their own blood can’t sustain 3 
_ hemoglobin. It’s a genetic ae 
Gefect. 
KAREN 


Hemolytic anemia... 
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WHISTLER 
Exactly. They have to 
replenish their hemoglobin 
every few days. 


| KAREN 
- », Have you tried to find a cure? 


rr WHISTLER 

Believe me, I’ve been down that 
road a thousand times. It’s 
always a dead-end. 


KAREN 
No offense, Whistler... 
(gesturing about the 
workshop) 
«--but you’re not exactly 
working with state of the art 
equipment here. You might have 
missed something. 


Just then, we hear a SOBBING WAIL come from Blade’s roon, 
followed by a CRASH. It sounds like more like the cry of a 
wounded animal than a man. 


Karen rises. She starts towards Blade’s roon. 


WHISTLER 
I wouldn’t go in there if I 
were you. It’s best to leave 
him alone when he’s like 
Z THiISsss 


? KAREN 
I’l1 take my chances. 


INT. BLADE’S ROOM - NIGHT 


Karen enters the dark room. One of the panes in the window 
has been broken. Pieces of glass litter the floor. 


é 
KAREN 
(tentative) 
Eric? 9 


_Blade’s voice answers from the shadovws. 


BLADE . 
What do you want? 


Karen turns, sguints her eyes. Tries to make ovt Blade’s 
shadowy forn. 
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After a moment she seems him - crouched in the far corner 
of the room like some kind of nocturnal animal. 


KAREN 
It’s dark in here. 


Pie ee ek BLADE 
; You get used to the darkness. 


Karen takes a step towards hin. 
BLADE 
Don’t. 
KAREN 
I wanted to see if you were 
alright. 
A chilling, guttural laugh issues from the darkness. 


BLADE 
You’re twenty-seven years too 
late. 

KAREN 


Whistler told me. 


CLOSE ON BLADE 


He clutches the silver chain of the locket in his hand. 
The locket swings back and forth. Like a pendulun. 


= Moving closer still. Blade’s glasses are off and his eyes 

seem to catch what little moonlight is shining into the 
room. For a brief moment we see something reflected in the 
turbulent mirror of his irises - an impression of blood 
flowing in a violent torrent. The figure of a woman 
Sinking beneath the surface. 


We hear the sound of a HEART BEATING. Then the sound of 
fiuid rushing through arteries. Both of these fusing and 


culminating into a distant, aura eprise "the sc "- 
the voice which has haunted Blade since the day hé was 
born. 
° é 
BLADE 
I can’t close my eyes without . 
aa hearing her screan. 7° 
KAREN 
, Those aren’t real memories. No 
for ‘one has that kind of recall. 


(CONTINUED) 


BLADE 
ado. I remember from day one. 
People staring at me, sensing I 
was different. Watching the 
fear grow in their eyes... 


re KAREN | 

I’d like to help you. Id like 

‘to work on a cure. Maybe even 

Be you a chance at a normal 
@. 


BLADE 

(contemptuous) 
There is no “normal life". 
There never was. Once you open 
your eyes and see what’s really 
eut there, you realize what a 
lie we’ve been living. Every 
where I look now, I see signs 
of them. In every corner of 
every city. Like some kind of 
cancer. 

(beat) 
i see them and the rest of the 
world is blind. 


He slowly shakes his head, sniling bitterly. 


, BLADE 
Think you can find a cure for 
that, “Doctor? 


KAREN 
I’d like to try. 


BLADE 
Sure you would. <A better world 
for everyone. 


Blade lowers his head, consumed by remorse. In many ways, . 
hope, however slim, is the cruelest blow of all. Karen a 
takes a step forward... : 


- BLADE 
Just get out of here. P 
= KAREN . 
tric... e ” ee 


Blade turns on her, his eyes glowing with preternatural 
fury. 
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BLADE 
ZI said, GET OUT!!) 


Karen backs away, startled by the vehemence in Blade’s 
voice, and if she were to be honest with herself, maybe 
even a little hurt. She quickly exits, leaving Blade alone 
with his demons. ‘ 

Outside, tlonuds roll in over the moon, extinguishing 
whatever light remained. Blade’s face vanishes into the 
ether. 


FROST'S VOICE 
(dialogue pre-lapped 
from next scene) x 
Anyone home in there? 


CUT TO: 
EXT. ROCKY COASTLINE = JUST BEFORE DAWN 
Fade in from darkness. 
CLOSE ON FROST 
Grinning like the Cheshire Cat. 
FROST 
(in a sing-song voice) 

Rise and shine, little wing. 

CLOSE ON DRAGONETTI 
as His face is covered with cuts and bruises. He stirs, opens 


his eyes. 
WE PULL BACK TO REVEAL 


that we’re on a sesolate stretch of rocky coastline. Waves 
lap at the rocks below. Dragonetti has been stripped bare, 
Chained like Prometheus to a wall of rock. The only 
article of clothing that remains on his liver-spotted, 
corpse-like body is the pendant of regency. 


FROST — ’ 


stands before Dragonetti, dressed from head to toe ina 
black motorcycle suit = boots, gloves, a visored helmet 
_tucked under one arm. - 


Mercury and Quinn are similarly attired, each holding their 
own helmets. 
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DRAGONETTI 
(outraged) 
What is this? Where am I?! 


FROST 
Just North of Cape Vincent. 
Beautiful, isn’t it? 


“pragonetti strains to free himself from his chains. 


DRAGONETTI 
et me to ere! it 


FROST 
All in good time. But first, ' 
we’re going to share an 
esthetic moment together. 
When was the last time you 
stopped to appreciate a 
sunrise, Lord Gaetano? Three, 
four hundred years? ‘ 


DRAGONETTI 
No... 


Frost checks his watch, then looks to the ocean. On the 
borizon a sliver of red/gold appears. 


FROST 
How do you like that? Right on 
time. 
DRAGONETTI 
- - The other Lords won’t let 
you... 
FROST 


(cutting him off) 
The other Lords will do 
whatever I say. 


Frost nods to the others. The group puts on their helmets. 
As an afterthought, Frost flips open the visor of.his 
helmet. Then he leans in and kisses the older vampire on 
the lips. : 
? FROST 
Good-bye, Dragonetti. . 


——_ 


Frost flips the visor back down. Dragonetti struggles 
furiously against his chains. 
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As the red ball of the sun starts to rise, the first rays 
of daylight fall upon Dragonetti. Dragonetti HOWLS as his 
skin starts to sizzle and smoke, then it catches fire like 
paper beneath a magnifying glass. He thrashes about as his 
fiesh starts to run from his body and his cries turn to 
bubbling GURGLES. 


ON FROST’S VISORED HELMET 
As we see the fire reflected in its shiny black surface. 


Abruptly, the flames flare to a BLINDING WHITE LIGHT, then 
burn themselves out, leaving only a charred skeleton behind 
- the pendant of regency draped over its pEReRened ribcage. 


The skeleton crumples to dust. Frost kneels and picks up 
the pendant in his gloved hand. 


Cur TO: 


INT. DRAGONETTI’S ESTATE, MEETING ROOM —- 


Once again, the twelve vampire Lords are gathered. Only 
now, Dragonetti’s chair is empty. 


Frost approaches the chair. He has a plastic bag in his 
hands. He upends the bag, pouring ovt a pile of chalky 
aust onto the table. 


| FROST 
_ Overlord Gaetano Dragonetti is 
Gead. 
7s Frost lifts his hand - he’s holding the pendant of regency. 
FROST 


I am taking his chair. Does 
anyone wish to challenge me? 


Frost makes eye contact with each of the other jords. One 
by one they lower their gaze. Frost smiles. He slips the 
pendant over his neck, then slowly lowers himself into 
Dragonetti’s chair. 


CUT TO: 
INT. “WHISTLER’S WORKSHOP - DAY 


— Karen stands at a lab table, preparing a number of blood 
Gapple vials. Whistler tinkers at a nearby workbench. 


(CONTINUED) 


BLADE 


emerges from his room, bare-chested. His injuries fron the 
previous night have almost healed - the flesh in the | 
Gamaged areas is lighter, shiny, but the wounds themselves 
have closed. He looks to Karen. As if by silent 
agreenent, last night’s words go unacknowledged. 


or a KAREN 
Your wounds have healed. 


BLADE 
I told you they would. 


He pulis on a shirt, straps on his bandolier of stakes. 
Secures his scabbard. 


BLADE 
I’m going down to China Town. 


WHISTLER ' 
Hole on, got a new toy for you, 
something I’ve been working on. 


Whistler hands Blade a strange-looking pistol. 


WHISTLER 
It’s an air-gun. The darts are 
filled with silver-nitrate. 


Whistler holds up one of the tiny darts - a clear, liquid- 
filled cylinder with a nasty-looking barbed tip. 


WHISTLER 
A shot of this will contaminate 
their entire blioodstrean. 
They’1ll be poisoned from the 
inside out. 


He hands Karen the dart for her perusal. 


BLADE 
You’ve got a deranged mind, i 
Whistler. 


> WHISTLER ° 
“ ZI should hope so. : 


Whistler heads back to his workbench. Blade continues to 
—suit up. Karen Grops Whistier’s silver-nitrate dart into 
her shirt pocket. 
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KAREN 
Before you go, I’d like to take 
a blood sample... 


BLADE 
(sarcastic) 
_. For your miracle cure? 


“Karen nods. Blade grudgingly rolis up his sleeve. As 
Karen takes her sample, Blade’s gaze falls on Whistler. 


BLADE’S POV 


Whistler works with a soldering iron = he pauses, brings e 
handkerchief to his lips, coughs violently. ' 


KAREN 
(re: Whistler) 
Is he sick? 


BLADE : 
Cancer. 


Karen watches as Blade’s blood flows into the vacutainer. 
It’s lighter than a human’s - more pink, than red. 


KAREN 
You care about him, don’t you? 


BLADE 
(brusguely) 
We've got a good arrangenent, 
that’s all. Whistler makes the 
7 . weapons. JI use them. The 
vampires die. 


Karen finishes. Blade rolis up his sleeve. 


KAREN 
(pointedly) 
My wother used to say that a 
cold heart is a dead heart. 


BLADE 
Your mother sounds like a P 
Hallmark greeting card. 


Blade slips Whistlier’s new gun into a shoulder holster, 
then shrugs into his leather jacket. 
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BLADE 
(putting on his 
sunglasses) 
I’d wish you luck, Dr. Jansen, 
but I never put much stock in 
optinisn. 


~ “He heads towards the elevator. 


Cd 
eo 


CUT TO: 
EXT. CHLNATOWN, STREETS = DAY 


Blade makes his way down a narrow, dismal street lined with 
vending stalls - passing MERCHANTS peddling exotic 
vegetables and cheap curios, butcher shops with rows of 
roast ducks in the window, tyro GANG-BANGERS lounging at 
the entrance to a video arcade. 


BLADE’S POV 
Even though the streets are crowded, the people seem to 
make way for him, subconsciously averting their gaze, 
avoiding eye-contact just as you would with a driver in the 
Jane next to you. 


Blade turns into a dark alley, Gucks into the doorway of a 
hole-in-the-wall herbalist shop. 


INT. HERBALIST SHOP = DAY 


A bell atop the door JINGLES, announcing Blade’s arrival. 
We're in a dusty, cave-like interior filled with baskets 
and bottle-lined shelves featuring things like "Toad Spleen 
Extract” and "Barking Deer Wine". Joss sticks burn, . 
sending wispy tendrils of incense into the air. 


At the back of the shop, an elderly CHINESE MAN in a 
cardigan sits in front of a battered television, watching a 
boxing match. He’s eating a bowl of lichee fruit. On the 
counter nearby, a SPIDER MONKEY watches attentively. 


BLADE i 
How’s it going, Kan? 


KAM 
(glancing at a 
_— calendar) 
You’re ea week early. - 


BLADE 
I was in the neighborhood. 


(CONTINUED) 
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Kam sets his fruit bowl eside and comes out from behind the 
counter. He leads Blade through a curtain into a back 
roon. 


INT. HERBALIST SHOP, BACK ROOM = DAY 


Kam hands Blade a leather valise. He opens it - its lined 
- -with tiny ampules of scarlet-colored serum. Blade pulls 
one out, holds it up to the light. 7 


BLADE 
Whistler says I’m building up a 
resistance to it. 


KAM 
I was afraid that might happen. 


BLADE 
Maybe it’s time we started 
exploring other alternatives... 
KAM 
(grave ) 
There’s only one alternative to 
the serun. 


Blade nods. They both know what that "alternative" is. 


BLADE 
Yeah. I know. 


Blade closes the valise and tucks it inside his jacket. 


= BLADE 
Thanks, Kan. 
(thinking) 


One other thing... 
He pulls out the parchment he took from Pearl. 


BLADE 
I need to find someone who can 
read their language... : 


KAM 
There’s a woman in the Skin 
. District - she only sees people 
at night. Her name’s Mama - 
Nettie. She might be able to 
help you. Tell her I sent you. 
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BLADE 
I will. 


Blade heads back through the curtains. 
EXT. CHINATOWN, STREET = DAY 


_ Blade emerges from the alley into the sunlight. 


GIRL (0.S.) 
Bey, Mister... 


Blade turns... 


A LITTLE GIRL in an X-men T-shirt, stands behind Blade, 
clutching a Big Gulp drink in her tiny hands. 


GIRL 
There’s a man who wants to see 
you. 


The girl turns. She leads Blade down the street to... 
A MAN 
sitting on a bench in the Geep shade, his face obscured by 


the Chinese newspaper he’s reading. The girl climbs onto 
the bench next to the man and sips from her drink. 


MAN 
Afternoon, Eric. 


BLADE 
> - (tensing) 
How do you know my name? 


The man lowers his newspaper. t’s Deacon ost. He’s 
wearing sunglasses, but otherwise, he’s seeningly 
unprotected by the sun. 


Blade reaches for his .454... 


FROST 3 
Easy. 


Frost's hand rests on the back of the girl’s neck.’ We see 
his claws extend, caressing the soft flesh beneath her 
chin. ae 


(CONTINUED) 


75. 


FROST 
eoowe woulan’t want our little 
friend here to wind up on the 
back of a milk carton, would 
we? 


Blade reluctantly lowers his hand. Frost grins. 
_ ae FROST 
Didn’t think so. 


Blade scans the area around them, quickly assessing the 
situation. Ee spots TWO VAMPIRES watching from nearby - 
both of them wearing protective motorcycle suits and 
visored helmets. ‘ 


FROST 
Have a seat, Eric. 


BLADE 
Don’t call me that. : 


FROST 
Oh, I’m sorry. It’s just that 
I feel I know you so well. 


BLADE 
You don’t know anything about 
me. 

FROST 


More than you think. I know 
you come down here once a month 

> for your precious serum. I 
know you’ve spent your life 
searching for the "nonster" who 
killed your mother, who made 
you what you are... 


Frost is enjoying toying with Blade. He sriles, takes in a 
Geep breath of air, savoring it. He motions again. Blade 
finally lowers himself to the bench. ; 


FROST 


Beautiful day, isn’t it? , 
(listening) : 

7 I think I miss the birds the ° 
most. Sometimes I hear then - 


just before dawn. Never like 
— this, though... 
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BLADE 
(confused) 
How...? 
FROST 


How am I able to withstand the 
sun? I dabble in 

* , pharmaceuticals, medical 

- 7 yresearch. We've developed a 

* ‘type of sun-blocker using octyl 
salicylate, a few others 
things. It’s still in the 
testing stages... 


On closer examination we see that Frost is wearing sone 
kind of translucent lotion on his face - it has a slightly 
greenish tinge to it. He touches a finger to his cheek, 
rubs some of the lotion between his fingers. 


FROST 
it’s not very effective in, 
Girect sunlight, but it’s a 
start. The goal, of course, is 
to be like you, "the Day- 
walker". 


BLADE 
(boiling with anger) 


What do you want? 


FROST 
Good question. Let’s think 
about it. JI could’ve had you 
xilled a dozen times by now - 
in London, even a moment ago. 
But I didn’t. Why? Because 
you’re more useful to me alive. 
The future of our race runs 
through your bloodstrean. 
You’ve got the best of both 
worlds, Eric. All of our 
strengths and none of our 
weaknesses. é 


BLADE 
Maybe I don’t see it that way. 


FROST ats 
You will. 


BLADE 
You’re insane. 
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FROST 

Am I? The humans will never 

accept you. They‘re afraid of 

you. And they always will be. 

The humans fear us because 

we’re superior. They fear us 
- . because in their hearts they 
know their race has becone 
obsolete. 


°o 
ez «8 


Frost watches the marketers stream past -— confortable in 
their normal lives, oblivious. 


FROST 
Look at them. All they do is 
consume. No thought to the 
future. They’re nothing more 
than cattle in a mad race to 
the Slaughterhouse. If we 
don’t step in soon, they’11l end 
up destroying themselves. : 


Frost’s eyes burn with conviction. He fervently believes 
what he’s saying. We notice that he’s sweating. A bead of 
sweat runs past his ear and down his neck, washing away a 
minute amount of the sun-blocking crean. 


BLADE 
What makes you think I’d ever | 
want a part of your madness? 


FROST 
Because you’ve got my blood 
running through your veins. 


Blade’s eyes widen in shock. 


FROST 
(nodding) 
That’s right, Eric. Twenty- 
seven years ago. I remember 


your mother’s face like it was : 
yesterday. 
(leaning closer) 
You can stop looking for the e 
“ one who created you. You’ve ‘ 
found hin. 


“Blade is shaking with anger. It takes every ounce of his 
self-control to keep from attacking Frost. 
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FROST 
Your birth was a fluke. You 
don’t know how many times I’ve 
tried to repeat the process. 
It always fails. 
(beat) 
.*' Let’s be honest here, you’re 
~ the closest 1/11 ever come to 
~ + having a son. 


Blade’s eyes fall to the soft drink in the little girl’s 
hands, then move back up to Frost’s face... 


Blade lurches forward, snatching the drink from the girl’s 
hands and splashing the contents jin Frost’s face. The 


liquid washes away most of the sun-blocker. 


Frost SHRIEKS, covering his face with his hands. His 
exposed flesh starts to smoke and burn, Sans in liguid 
rivulets between his gloved fingers... 


Blade grabs the girl and DIVES for cover... 
THE TWO VAMPIRES 


are closing in fast. Blade grabs a stake from his 
bandolier and flings it at the first vampire. The stake 
sinks into the creature’s chest. The.vampire stumbles to 
the ground, its sizzling, liguid remains oozing from the 
now empty motorcycle suit. 


MARKET GOERS scatter, screaming, running to get out of the 
way. It’s total mayhem. Here comes Vampire #2. Blade 
swings his .454 around, starts FIRING... 


-..-but Vampire #2 leaps high. He sails through the air, 
landing on top of Blade. The two of them tumble backwards, 
SMASHING through a pagoda-roofed phone booth. They’re out 
in the open now, the harsh noon-time sun beating down... 


Vampire #2 wraps his hands around Blade’s throat and 
Sgqueezes. Blade reaches up and tears the vampire!s helmet 
off. The vampire looks up, QAaSps... 


is ead spontaneously combusts! He goes up like @ Roman 
candle. He leaps to his feet, racing about, arms Fiailing 
wildly, stumbling into the vending stalls, people rushing 
“away from him in horror... 


In a manner of seconds the flames have spread over the 
vampire’s entire body. He falls in a burning heap atop a 
cheap souvenir stand, torching a display of Chinese 
Janterns and paper dragons... 
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Blade climbs.to his feet, looks about... . 
FROST 


runs blindly into the street, trailing smoke from his 
burning face. A black limo with smoked-glass windows 
SCREECHES up to the curb. The back door is flung open, 
Frost leaps inside... 


Blade charges towards the street... 
Frost pulls the door shut. The limo tears away from the 
curb. Blade FIRES after the retreating limo, but the 
windows are bullet-proof and the rounds harmlessly ricochet 
AWAY... 

\ 


Blade’s shoulders slump in defeat. He starts off down the 
sidewalk... 


WHIP PAN TO... 
A THIRD VAMPIRE, sitting astride a motorcycle, watching. 
Clad from head to toe in biack leather. The suit is 
faniliar. The words emblazoned across the jacket are a 
giveaway - "ABANDON ALL HOPE". 

CuT TO: 
EXT. ABANDONED FACTORY =- DAY 


Blade’s Olds cruises into the gated grounds. It zips down 
the ramp way into the loading elevator. 


BACK BY TEE TRAIN TRACKS - 


Mercury’s cycle rolls into frame. She picks up a radio 
handset and keys it. 


MERCURY 
(into radio) 
It’s Mercury. Tell Deacon I’ve 
found their hiding place. 


cuT to: 
EXT. SKIN DISTRICT - NIGHT : 


Blade moves down a street lined with sex shops and derelict 
storefronts, pushing past WHORES and STREET TRASH. He 


“stops at a doorway beyond a boarded up porno theater. No 


sign, no name - just a number above the doorway and an 
intercom. Blade keys the intercon. 
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VOICE (0.58.) 
(on intercon) 
Yes? 


BLADE 
I’m here to see Mama Nettie. 
Kan sent me. 


A beat. Then the door BUZZES. Blade enters. 
INT. MAMA NETTIE’S, HALLWAY - NIGHT 


Blade is met in the dark entry way by TWO RASTAFARIAN | 
BODYGUARDS. 
\ 
RASTA #1 
Hands up, mon. Your weapons 
stay here. 


Blade raises his hands as the man frisks him. The Rasta 
removes Blade’s .454s, the snub-nosed revolver, his 
punching gagger. Blade undoes his bandolier, shrugs off 
the back-scabbard carrying his sword. Rasta #1 nods to his 
partner. 


RASTA €2 
Mama Nettie see you now. 


Cut To: 
INT. WHISTLER’S WORKSHOP - NIGHT 
Whistler and Karen sit at a work table. Karen is looking 
at a blood smear slide through a microscope. The general 
setup is a poor man’s version of what she had at the 
hospital, but it will have to do. 


WHISTLER 
Well? What do you think? 


Karen sits up, looks to Whistler. 


KAREN 4 
Alright... 
(thinking) ? 
You said vampires suffer from 
° hemolytic anemia, right? Lack 
of hemoglobin in the blood? * 
WHISTLER 


Yes. 
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KAREN 
What about gene therapy? 


WHISTLER 
(intrigued) 
Go on... 


ae . KAREN 
.: Basically you'd have to re- 
write Eric’s DNA, alter it 560 
that the DNA will produce 
proteins capable of generating 


hemoglobin. 

WHISTLER 
How? 

KAREN 


With a virus - actually, what 
they call a yetrovirys. It’s 
injected into the bone marrow 
cells, it causes the host’s DNA 
to mutate. They’ve been using 
them to treat Sickle-cell 
anemia. There’s no reason we 
couldn’t do the same Eric’s 
condition. 


Whistler can hardly believe what he’s hearing - a potential 
cure for Blade, after all this time. 


' WHISTLER 
You’re serious? You actually 
ae think this could work? 


KAREN 
(a snile) 
Give me some credit, Whistler. 
I happen to do this for a 


living. 

WHISTLER ; 
Sorry. I just never dreamed I 
something like this would be 
possible. 


-¢ 
At that moment, the lights in the workshop start to 
flicker, then go out completely. It’s dark now. Too Sark. 

Karen looks around the room, alarmed. She finds herself 
talking in a near-whisper. 


(CONTINUED) 


82. 


KAREN 
What happened to the power? 


WHISTLER 
(concerned) 
I don’t know, but the back-up 
. «generator should have kicked 
7 AN ois 
73 
A few seconds pass. The back-up generator still hasn’t 
activated. Whistler moves to the window... 


WHISTLER 
The UV floodlights are down 
too. ‘ 
(trying to remain calm) 
Alright, time to round up those 
flashlights... 


Whistler makes his way over to one of the workbenches. 
After a few seconds of fumbling around, he finds a 
flashlight, turns it on... 


We hear the sound of GLASS SHATTERING coming from the other 
end of the worxshop. 


KAREN 
What was that?! 


Whistler shines the flashlight in the direction the noise 
came from. He starts forward, Karen follows. We hear 
another TINKLE of glass. He reaches the blackout curtains, 
pulis one aside... 


THE TANK 


containing the "Spine" has been smashed open. Most of the 
blood has drained out. It seeps across the floor ina 
widening pool. he creature jitse is ‘ 


Whistler raises a hand to his lips, signaling silence. 
Karen tenses, eyes searching, listening... P 


Whistler moves in a slow circle, shining the flashlight 
beam over every inch of the area. And just as he’g about 
to complete his circuit... 


THE SPINE * 


eaps from where it had been hiding overhead! Karen 


SCREAMS. Whistler is knocked to the floor, the flashlight 
spinning from his hand. 
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The creature lands a few feet away, it’s serpentine spinal 
column writhing about. It HISSES and rears back its head, 
preparing to strike like a cobra... 


ZZ2ZZING! Whistler withdraws a rapier which had been hidden 
inside his cane. He lunges forward... 


WHOOSH! The Spine takes off like a sidewinder, sending 
test tubes and medical equipment CRASHING to the floor. It 
zips past Karen... 


WHISTLER 
Get it!!! 


Karen snatches up the flashlight, chases after it. 
Whistler struggles to his feet... t 


Karen sweeps the flashlight around, catching a glimpse of 
the Spine here and there as it races through the workshop. 
She reaches a shelving unit where some of Whistler’s 
weapons are stored, grabs one of the dart pistols... 


Karen tries to draw a bead on the creature. It’s almost 
impossible. She FIRES, misses. FIRES again, another miss. 
She’s getting more and more unnerved as the seconds tick 
by, and the creature is moving closer, and... 


.- suddenly it’s risht in front of her, fivying throush the 


pir, fangs bared! 


The Spine hits Karen in the chest, knocking her back 
against the wall, coiling its vertebrae-tail tightly around 
her throat... 


Karen chokes, grabs the nightmare beneath its chin, tries 
to force its head back. Its jaws gnash together, 
spattering her face with saliva... 


THUNK! Whistler’s rapier plunges into the creature's 
skull. The creature spasms, then goes limp, its vertebrae- 
tail unraveling from Karen’s neck. Karen pulls away, 
gasping, attempting to catch her breath... 


Whistler withdraws his rapier. The Spine falls td the 
floor in a lifeless heap. 


, WHISTLER 
Are you alright? : 


KAREN 
(coughing) 
Yes... 


(CONTINUED) 
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We someone politely CLAPPING off-camera. 


FROST (0.8.) 
A fine kill, Whistler. 


Whistler spins, eyes wide. He knows that voice. 


DEACON FROST. 


steps into “the pool of illumination thrown off by the 
flashlight, followed by Mercury and Quinn. 


FROST 
(smiling) 
It’s been a long time, hasn’t 
it, "old friend"? 


CUT TO: 
INT. MAMA NETTIE’S, BACK ROOM ~ NIGHT 


The room is dark, lit by scores of flickering candles. 
Somewhere in the back, an old radio belts out tinny, rock- 
steady MUSIC. A grandfather clock TICKS away, its pendulun 
swinging back and forth. 


MAMA NETTIE sits at a table, a deck of weli-thumbed Bicycle 
playing cards in front of her. She’s old, blind, with a 
mouthful of gold-capped teeth and a pair of hands that’ve 
been twisted by arthritis. A hand-rolled cigarette 
smolders in a nearby ashtray. 


Nettie deals out the playing cards, setting them in nine 
piles which take on a cross formation. 


BLADE 
Mama Nettie? Kam Li said you 
could help me. 


MAMA NETTIE 
Have you brought me something? 


Blade tosses a handful of bills on the tabie. 3 


MAMA NETTIE 
Sit. 0 


Blade pulls up a chair. Mama Nettie flips over the first 
cara in the center pile - it’s the one-eyed Jack. “She 
touches her fingertips to the card, nods, then looks up at 
Blade with her unseeing, cataract-clouded eyes. 
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: MAMA NETTIE 
Hold out your hands. . 


BLADE 
I didn’t come here to get my 
palms read. 


se MAMA NETTIE 
= , Mama Nettie’s old. She’s used 


> * to Beh eeng, her way. 


Blade Lsideteneiy holds out his hands. Mama Nettie runs 
her arthritic fingers over his palms. 


MAMA NETTIE 
You’ve got one foot in the Land’ 
of the Dead. You’ve got a 
shadow in your soul. 


Blade pulis his hands away, starts to rise... 


MAMA NETTIE : 
Wait. Tell me why you came. 


BLADE 
I neeced something translated, 
but you’re blind... 


MAMA NETTIE 
There are other ways to see. 
Come... 


“Mana Nettie pats the table, insistent. Blade pulls the 
piece of parchment from his jacket and sets it in front of 
the old woman. She traces her fingers over it, touches her 
fingertips to her lips. 


MAMA NETTIE 
Written in blood. 


She runs her hands over each line as if it were written in 
Braille. Some of the candles gutter, then extinguish 
themselves. The room grows darker, tomblike. 


MAMA NETTIE 
This is an old language. It P 
- comes from an old world... pos 
(“reading”) ® 
It says that at the end of the eo 
Secone Age, LaMagra will 


return... 
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BLADE 
Who is LaMagra? 


MAMA NETTIE 
He is the First One, the 
Sleeper, the King of the 
°- - . Vampires. 


7 BLADE 
' But he’s a myth... 


MaMA NETTIE 
(shaking her head) 
No. lLaMagra is real. He was 
killed a thousand years ago by 
the first of the hunters. Now 
he’s coming back. 


BLADE 
How? 


MAMA NETTIE 

Not with human blood, but with 
vampire blood. There are 
twelve vampire lords, just as 
there were twelve Disciples. 
They are the Chosen. They will 
give their lives to him, and in 
Going so, be reborn as one. 

(continuing to "read") 
"He rests in a lake beneath the 
earth until then. Sleeping, 
Greaning of the Blood Tide" 


BLADE 
(recalling the phrase) 
"The Blood Tide". 


Mana Nettie reaches for her cigarette, draws in a mouthful 
of smoke, nodding. 


MAMA NETTIE ; 

The vampire holy war, the Blood 
Apocalypse. 

(continuing to “read") F 
“The King will lead his people: - 
out of the shadows. The night. 
children will rise up against os 
the race of man". 


Abruptly, Mama Nettie sighs and sits back. The candles 
have burnt therselves down to nothing. We notice that the 
grandfather clock is no longer ticking. 
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MAMA NETTIE 
i am tired. I cannot read any 
more. Dawn is coming. Go. 


BLADE 
What are you talking about? I 
_ Just got here... 


a 


- 3 MAMA NETTIE 
‘ You’ve been here longer than 
- you think. 
(repeating herself) 
v Dawn is coming. Go. 


Blade rises, shaking his head to clear it, as if he’s been 
in a trance. He moves to the door, then looks back... 


Mama Nettie isn’t there anymore. 


EXT. SKIN DISTRICT - JUST BEFORE DAWN 

Blade steps outside. A breeze skitters trash along the 
sidewalks. The streets are all but deserted. The sky is 
brighter along the horizon. Dawn is already here. 


CUT TO: 


INT. WHISTLER’S WORKSHOP = DAWN 


Blade steps out from the elevator into the workshop... 


The place has been trashed. It looks like a tornado 


touched down in his absence - electronic equipment has been 
aa gutted, the operating theater has been torn apart, papers 
are strewn everywhere... 


Blade pulls out one of his .454s, cautious... 


7 BLADE 
WHISTLER? J 


«..and then he stops dead in his tracks. 


WHISTLER 


has been strung up by his arms against the far wall. His 
chin rests on his chest. The front of his shirt is soaked 
in blood. He’s been tortured, left for dead. In-response 

“to Blade’s voice, Whistler stirs. A barely perceptible 
MOAN escapes his lips. 


(CONTINUED) 


Blade rushes to the wall. He takes his sword and cuts 
through the ropes which have been tied to Whistiler’s 
wrists. Blade gently lowers him to the floor, cradles the 
Gying man in his arms... 


Blade sees the primary wound now - two ragged puncture 
marks along Whistler’s throat - much worse than the wound 
- « Karen recovered fron. 


' BLADE 
Jesus, Whistler, what did they 
Go to you? 


Whistler opens his eyes, struggles to speak... 


WHISTLER 
It was Frost...he took her with 
him, son of a bitch... 
(struggling) 
«-eyou have to get her back. , 


She can cure you. : 
Whistler spasms and coughs, wincing from the pain. 


WHISTLER 
---ah Christ, look at me, I’n a 
mess here... 


BLADE 
Don’t try to talk... 


WHISTLER 
Listen. You have to finish ne 
off...you don’t want me coming . 


back... 
BLADE 
(horrified) 
Keo, we can treat the wounds... 
WHISTLER 
I’m too far gone, you know I 
@M.oe 
(laughs) 


--.1’G make a pretty sorry 
vampire anyway, hobbling around 
on my cane... 


._Blade’s at a complete loss. 


BLADE 
Whistler, I can’t... 
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Whistler clutches at Blade’s arm, mustering up whatever 
strength he can manage. 


WHISTLER 
You have to, Eric. ou have 
to. Get on with it. 


-*As much as he’d like to Geny it, Blade knows that Whistler 


is right. -He pulls a stake from his bandolier, 
hesitates... 


BLADE 
Whistler, I... 


WHISTLER 
(cutting him off, more 
gentle now) 
I know. 
(forcing a smile) 
Let’s not drag this out, kid. 
i’ve got places to go. 


Blade fights back tears. With a wretched moan, he turns 
his head and drives the stake into Whistler’s chest. 
Whistler GASPS. Blade wraps his arms around the older man, 
holds him tight as the life runs out of him, rocking back 
and forth... 


After a while, the rocking stops. Blade lays Whistler on 
the floor. Something catches his eye... 


A VIDEOTAPE 
resting nearby, labeled, "PLAY ME". 
Blade rises. The tape has been left alongside an 8-mm 


camcorder =~ the kind with a built-in color monitor. Blade 
puts the tape in the camcorder and hits "PLAY". 


MONITOR 
Frost’s face appears on the screen, looking off camera. 


FROST 
(on video) 
A little closer, Mercury... 


_The camera moves in. Frost bows his head slightly. 
FROST 
(facing the camera) 
Hello, Eric. 
(MORE ) 
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FROST (CONT’D) 
By the time you watch this, 
Whistler will no doubt be 
winging his way to Heaven, 
thanks to your capable hands. 
If it makes any difference to 
you, he put up guite a fight... 


« Frost touthes a deep gash which runs across his cheek. 


. FROST 


Now, I’m sure you’re wondering 

1 about Ms. Jansen’s well-being. 
She's alive and kicking = \ 
"ambulatory", as they like to 
say in the trade. Whether or 
not she remains so is entirely 
up to you. 


The canera pans over to Karen, who’s being held by Quinn, 
then back to Frost. 


FROST 
In spite of everything that’s 
happened, I still have plans 
for you, Eric. I/11 make this 
as easy es possible. You can 
find us at the Edgewood Towers. 
Suite 1000 West. We’ll-be 
waiting. Don’t bother to RSVP. 


The tape cuts to static. Blade throws the camcorder 
against the wall. It shatters into a dozen pieces. 


CUT TO: 
INT. FROST’S PENTHOUSE, INNER CHAMBER -—- DAY 


Sparse decor in a Neo-Japanese vein. Minimalist lighting. 
The walls are glass. Recirculating pumps send a constant 


stream of water cascading down then. 
| 


Karen is escorted into the room by Mercury. She gestures 
to a chair at the end of a long table. Karen sits. 
| 


FROST. a 0 


leans forward out of the shadows, resting his elbovs on the 


table, hands steepled together. 


FROST 
well, here we are, Doctor. 
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A cigarette appears in Frost’s hand. In the blink of an 
eye, the cigarette is lit, burning. The movements are so 
quick we’re barely able to register then. 


KAREN 
Why didn’t you kill me? 
FROST | 
°: -- Because I need you to be Eric’s 


4 , sacrificial lamb. 


Karén glances at Mercury, who smiles back. 


j KAREN 
How many of you are there? 
FROST 
A handful, a few million 
scattered about the globe. In 
the past, we’ve had to restrict 
our numbers for fear of 
Giscovery. That won’t be 
necessary after tonight. 


KAREN 
What happens then? 


MERCURY 
The Blood Tide. 


FROST 
Our King will be resurrected. 
My people will step from the 
shadows. The humans will be 
everrun. We’ll take our 
rightful place as the rulers of 
this planet. 


KAREN 
There’s no need for any of 
this. Your condition can be 
treated! Whistler and I were 
working on a cure when... 


a 4 j 
Frost’s laughter stops Karen’s plea dead in its tracks. 


FROST - ) 
- What do you take me for? The . ° A 
tin-man of 02? Just give me a. 
heart and I’11 be human? What 7 
makes you think we want to be 


cured? 
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KAREN 
Erie does... 


FROST 
Eric is misguided, he’s been 
corrupted by Whistler. Blood 
°. - - iS only part of the equation. 
The hunt, the killing, that’s 
what the Thirst is really 
‘ about. 


‘KAREN 
But you use blood banks... 


FROST 
Only as a last resort. 
Preserved blood is inferior. 
There’s no flavor left to it, 
no life... 

(rising from his seat) . 
Fortunately, I’ve found a way 
around that particular 
obstacle... 


Frost moves to the end of the room. He pushes a button. 
with a HUM the wall slides open, revealing something Karen 


wishes she’d never seen - Jiving blood banks. 
THREE SEDATED HUMANS 


have been imprisoned in upright medical containment units - 
hooked up to a series of IV feeds and catheters which 

A replenish various nutrients even as their blood is drained 
from them. Shunts have been implanted in their forearms 
which serve as taps. 


FROST 
Under these conditions I can 
keep a conor alive for years, 
producing anywhere from fifty 
to a hunéred pints of blood. 
Of course, this is only a pilot i 
program. In the coming years 
we'll begin harvesting blood on: 
a much Jarger scale. r 


Frost approaches one of the donors, turns on his shunt - 
bliooed flows through a piece of plastic tubing ints a glass 
—beaker. Frost shuts off the shunt, empties the beaker into 
his waiting mouth. He licks his lips clean. 


(CONTINUED) 
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FROST 
Just like Mom used to make. 


Karen turns away, overwhelmed by revulsion. She struggles 
to keep herself from being sick. 


sae .. KAREN 
. .° (quietly) 
You’re a monster. 


FROST 
: Yes, that’s what the humans 
call us, don’t they? The 
“undead”. But we're the ones 
who are alive. : 


’- Frost approaches Karen, drawing close. 


FROST 

You want life? 

(pointing to himself) 
This is life. We can see the 
blood running through your 
veins. We can hear your heart 
beating. We can hear you 
blink. We can smell your sweat 
as it evaporates off your skin. 
If that’s not life, then you 
tell me what is. 


Frost stares at Karen with an intense, uncompromising gaze. 
The hatred inside him is almost palpable. 


FROST 
(shaking his head) 
You humans sicken me. You shy 
away from the very things that 
would make you strong. 


As Frost continues to speak, we become aware of yet another 
subtle difference between the Night Children and humans - 
vampires never blink. i 


FROST 
Take your philosopher, > sg 
e Frederich Nietzsche. You have: - 
no idea how much it pains ne to 
admit he was human. Still, “ 


Nietzsche grasped the essential 
truth of your race. That 
you’ve become genetically 
bankrupt, that you’ve reached 
the terminus of your 
evolutionary journey. 

(MORE 


(CONTINUED) 
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FROST (CONT'D) 

\ I guote, "You have made your 
{* way from worm to man, and much 
of you is still worn". 


KAREN 
: (full of loathing) 
You sound like Hitler. 


es ¢ 


a FROST 
" Wrong. Hitler borroved from 
us. It’s called evolution, 

1 Dector. Survival ef the 
fittest. I have a wake-up call 
for the human race. You’re no 
jonger at the top of the food 
chain. 


CuT TO: 
EXT. SKYSCRAPER ROOFTOP = DAY 
BLADE’S POV 


A telephoto view of Frost’s penthouse. The windows are 
polarized, blocking out the sun’s harsh rays. 


Blade lowers a pair of binoculars. He’s standing on the 
roof of a building across the street. He slips on a pair 
of Slashguard protective gloves, then hefts an air-launcher 
rifle up into firing position... 


BANG! An iron spike trailing fifty yards of rope rockets 
through the air between the two buildings. The spike sinks 
into the concrete facade of Frest’s penthouse. Blade 
secures his end of the rope. He slips a pulley over the 
rope, grabs hold of two handles on either end of the 
pulley, and leaps off the roof ledge! 


WHOOSH! Blade slides towards Frost’s penthouse, a good 
twenty stories above street level. A second before he 
reaches the windows, Blade lets go. Momentum sends hin 
CRASHING through in a shower of glass. 


INT. FROST/S PENTHOUSE - DAY ; 

An ALARM is ringing. Sunlight streams in through the’ 
—broken window. TWO VAMPIRE GUARDS who have ‘been caught in 

the sudden swath of light are melting before our eyes. 

Blade climbs to his feet... 


A THIRD VAMPIRE 


leaps at him. Blade spins, using a partial arts throw to 
send the vampire sailing past him, straight through one of 
the other windows... 


SS. 


EXT. FROST’S PENTHOUSE - DAY 


The vampire tumbles earthward, SCREAMING as the sun’s rays 
ignite his body. He fails like a human comet, trailing a 
tail of fire. 


INT. FROST’S PENTHOUSE - DAY 


- lade readies his cross-bow in one hand and a .454 Casull 
in the other. He heads out into the hall... 


INT. FROST’S PENTHOUSE, HALLWAY = DAY 


? 
To Blade’s right is the inner chamber with the "waterfalii" 
walls. ANOTHER VAMPIRE moves to the door... 


Blade sweeps his Casuli in a wide arc, enptying his clip. 
The glass walls SHATTER. The vampire is blown back amongst 
the flying shards. Water spills across the hallway floor, 
mixing with the sizzling vampire blood. 


Up ahead are a set of heavy wooden doors. ' Blade shoulders 
them open, charges through... 


INT. FROST’S BEDCHAMBER = DAY 
A high-ceilinged room partitioned off with Japanese shoji 


screens and flowing curtains. Blade moves into the roon, 
Slides one of the screens open... 


A STAINLESS STEEL COFFIN 
with a time-locking mechanism rests on a raised: platforn. 


. Blade FIRES his rifle at the locking mechanisn, blowing it 
° to pieces. He unsheathes his sword. He grabs the lid of 
the coffin, HEAVES upward... 


with a PNEUMATIC HISS the coffin lid rises. Blade grips 
his sword with both hands and raises it above his head, 
ready to decapitate Frost, only it’s not Frost who rests 
inside that coffin, it’s... 

VANESSA BROOKE, 

Blade’s mother!!! Although some thirty years have’ passed 
since the day the photo of Vanessa was taken, she looks 
exactly the same - vibrantly beautiful. Full of jife. 


_ VANESSA 
Eric: 


(CONTINUED) 


Blade gasps, staggers back a step. 


BLADE 
(uncomprehending) 
Mother...?! 


Vanessa sits up, reaching towards Blade. She’s crying. 
- «Tears spill down her cheeks. 
e : VANESSA 
I’ve missed you so much, Eric. 


She rises from the coffin. 


VANESSA t 
You have no idea what I’ve been 
through, no jdea. I wanted s0 
much to watch you grow up. 


‘Blade falters. His mind reels. What he’s seeing is 
incomprehensible. Vanessa reaches out a hand to hin. 
Blade lowers his sword, takes a step forward... 


Suddenly Vanessa curls her lips back, flashing viper-like 
fangs. She SNARLS and strikes, raking her claws across 
Bliade’s face... 


Blade spins, falls to the floor, tries to rise... 


A TRIO OF BLACK-CLAD VAMPIRES 


led by Mercury drop from the ceiling like hungry spiders, 
surrounding Blade. They’re armed with tasers. They 
are fire... 


Blade is hit by the taser darts from all sides. Eis sword 
clatters to the floor. He writhes as electricity courses 
through him, then collapses in a heap, smoke rising up from 
his singed skin... 


Blade Jabors to lift his head. It’s a Herculean task. He 
dooks up at Vanessa. 


BLADE : 
(gasping) : 
But...you...died... a 
VANESSA ; ve 


Deacon brought me back. I’ve 
been waiting for you all this 
time, Eric. We can be together 
now. 


(CONTINUED) 


And then Deacon appears at Vanessa’s side, ‘wrapping a 
proprietary arm about her waist, kissing the nape of her 
neck. She leans into him. It’s an act of practiced 
intimacy. 


BLADE ¥ 
(to Vanessa) 
eo efight. @ ehin. e@ 


@ FROST 
You’re wasting your breath, 
Eric. She’s one of ny thralls 


? now. She has about as puch 
free will as a puppet on a 
string. 


(looking at Vanessa) 
You love me, don’t you, 
Vanessa? 


VANESSA 
Yes. 


Frost kisses Vanessa hungrily, then kneels and reaches into 
Blade’s jacket, retrieving a few vials of Blade’s serum 
along with his injector. 


FROST 
What do we have here? Your 
serum? I don’t think you'll be 
needing this anymore. 


Frost crushes the vials in his fist, letting the precious 
liquid flow between his fingers. Blade struggles to reach 
Frost. The best he can do is crawl. He reaches a palsied 
hand upwards. 


BLADE 
ee eMNOwe o 


VANESSA 
(consoling) 
It’s going to be a better 
world, Eric. You’ll see. d 


FROST 
Listen to your mother, Eric. 
Frost lifts his foot and brings his boot heel down on 
Blade’s head. Everything goes biack. 


$ CuT TO: 


98. 


EXT. TEMPLE OF NIGHT = NIGHT 


Blade opens his eyes, still groggy, his face beaded with 
Sweat. He’s been stripped of his weapons. He’s pulled 
from the back of a truck, his hands bound in iron chains. 
Rising above him is... 


THE TEMPLE OF NIGHT — 


A Es ab ery of crumbling inner-city gothic masonry, 
long forgotten by the war-torn neighborhood which has 
swallowed it up. 


FROST AND THE OTHER VAHPIRE LORDS r 


are waiting in front of the temple, having emerged from a 
half-dozen vehicles parked nearby. Karen is being ushered 
along by Mercury. She sees Blade, calls out to hin... 


KAREN 
Eric! 


FROST 
I doubt he can hear you. The 
Thirst is already starting to 
take effect. 


Blade is dracged wp the cracked, marble steps of the terple 
by Quinn. Karen looxs to Frost, trying to hide her fear. 


KAREN 
Where are you taking hin? 


: FROST 
This used to be a Masonic 
temple. Now it’s one of ours. 
We call it the Temple of Night. 
For the last two hundred years 
it’s housed the remains of our 
King. 


Frost gestures for Karen to step forward. Mercury pulis 
her along. ‘ 


INT. TEMPLE SANCTUARY - NIGHT ; 


The group moves down the central aisle, passing stone.pews 
and soaring stained-glass windows which have been covered 
over with layers of thick, black paint. 


At the end of the sanctuary is a stone altar. A design has 
been inlaid upon the altar top - an eye set inside an open 
coppass. 


(CONTINUED) 


99. 


Frost touches the center of the eye. We hear a DEEP 
RUMBLING as counter-weights beneath the temple floor shift. 
The altar slides back, revealing a set of stone steps. 


Frost steps aside, motions to the other vampires. 


FROST 
- * - ‘Take them to the bone pit. 
@é ° 


: al CUT TO: 


INT. TEMPLE, CRYPT - NIGHT 


We are in a large, vaulted chamber lined with row upon row 
of recessed tombs. Torches burm in wall sconces. All of 
the vampire lords are present - Pallintine, Von Esper, 
Ashe, Bava, the Faustinas. There is an excitement in the 
air, a sense that something remarkable is about to happen. 


The group is gathered around the mouth of a pit some twenty 
feet in diameter. The walls of the pit are lichen- 
encrusted stone, worn smooth over tine. : 


Blade and Karen are being held at the edge of the pit by 
Mercury and Quinn. Blade stands with his eyes cast 
Gownward. Broken. His system being assaulted by the 
devastating effects of the Thirst. ; 


FROST 


is at the head of the group, clutching Blade’s scabbardeda 
sword in his hand while Vanessa waits at his side. He 
turns to face the other vampires. 


FROST 
Tonight is the night we’ve 
waited our entire lives for. 
Even as we speak, LaMagra is 
waking from the sleep of a 
thousand years. Tonight, the 
blood-dimned Tide is loosed 
upon the world. Tonight, the 
Age of Man comes to an end. 1 
The vampires bellow out a CHORUS OF CHEERS, their voices 
resonating off the stone walis like thunder. Frost pulls 
Blade’s sword from its scabbard, testing its weight. He 
' turns back to face Blade. i : 
FROST 
So this is the great sword 
which slew our King ten 
centuries ago? 


(CONTINUED) 
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He runs his finger lightly over the edge. With a flick of 
his wrist, he lashes out, slashing Blade’s cheek open. 


FROST 
Still guite sharp, I see. 


_biade forces himself to look up at Vanessa. As terrible as 
“his physical torment is, his mother’s betrayal is 
infinitely: worse. 


BLADE 
How could you be a part of 
: this? 
VANESSA 


I’m one of them now, Eric. 
These are my people. These are 


your people. 


FROST 
(to Blade) 
I Gon’t think you realize hee 
fortunate you are. You’re 
about to bear witness to the 
Second Coming of our Lord. 


BLADE 
Fuck your "lord". 


Quinn clubs Blade on the back of the neck. He falls to his 


knees, Sways. Karen tries to pull free from Mercury, but 
she holds her tight. 


FROST 
How long has it been since you 
had your serum? Twelve hours? 
More? You must be quite 
thirsty by now... 


He crouches down so he’s eye to eye with Blade. 


FROST 
What does it feel like? Is | é 
your blood on fire? Are you 
burning up inside? ‘ 


Blade shivers, grits his teeth, it’s like hé's going ° 


. through heroin withdrawal. 


( CONTINUED) 
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VANESSA 
Stop fighting it, Erie. It’ii 
be so much easier when you do. 
There won’t be any more pain. 
All those years of emptiness 
will be over. 


Blade tears “his eyes away from then. Frost reaches out to 
touch his ‘shoulder with surprising tenderness. 
q 


- FROST 
You can’t keep denying who you 
? are. You’re one of us. Were 
your blood. .. 


Blade raises his head and spits in Frost’s face. 


BLADE 
That’s what I think of your 
blood. 
Frost stands, wipes the spittle from his face. He glances 
at his watch. Contains his anger. 


FROST 
It’s time. 


He strides to the edge of the pit, looks to Karen, then 
gestures into the darkness below. 


FROST 

We call this the Bone Fit. 

2 This is where we keep our 
mistakes. The ones who 

‘ couldn’t successfully make the 
transition from human to 
vampire. They’1ll feed on 
anything - animals, corpses, 
even other vampires... 

(shrugging) 

Maybe you'll be lucky. Maybe 
Blade will get to you first. 


He nods to Mercury and Quinn. 


- FROST ‘ . 
Throw them in the pit. ‘ : 


ea 
oe 
a 


Karen struggles, but it’s useless. She and Blade are 
shoved forward. One moment they’re standing on the stone 
floor and the next they’re falling into the darkness... 


INT. BONE PIT — NIGHT 


Blade and Karen tumble downwards, splashing into murky 
water. Fortunately, the water is only waist-deep. Blade 
is able to get himself upright and his head above the 
surface. He looks up... 


- © FROST AND VANESSA 
é . a 
stand atthe edge of the pit, staring down at then. 


FROST 
Time is on ny side, Eric. 
Sooner or later, the Thirst 


always wins. 


Blade lets loose an agonized SCREAM, but Frost has already 
turned away. 


They’re alone now ~ just Blade, Karen, and whatever else 
happens to be waiting for them in the darkness. 


Karen looks about, trying to get her bearings. The are a 
number of archways along the brickwork wall of the pit 
which branch off into narrow, sewer-like tunnels. 


HEAPS OF HUMAN BONES 


are piled against the pit walls, rising out of the black 
water in rickety, makeshift islands - hundreds of human 
skulls, rib-cages, mandibles, femurs, tibias, tarsals, 
metatarsals - picked clean of any flesh. 


- As Karen slogs through the water towards Blade, tiny finger 
and toe bones swirl around her, like leaves spinning on the 
surface of a pond. She fights to keep her fear in check. 


KAREN 
Eric? 


Blade shivers, clutching his stomach. Short, shallow 
breaths, like an oxygen-starved sea creature. 
| BLADE . 
Please...don’t come any 

closer... ¢ 


Something SPLASHES just off to Karen's right. She spins... 


” It swims beneath the water’s surface - a half-glimpse of 
something pale and shark-like, brushing ever so slightly up 
against Karen’s leg. She cries out, recoils... 
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2 6 NOW it’s | on her left, disturbing a flotilla of bones 
which CLINK and CLATTER together. 


A HEAD 


begins to surface. Kelp-like hair plastered to its scalp. 
A pallid, cadaverous face in the process of shedding its 

- “desiccated flesh. Lidless eyes like black marbles slick 
a vaseline. A mouth like a raw wound. 


As it continues to rise, we see that it’s wearing the 
remnants of a resident's surgical scrubs, complete with a 
jJazisated ID badge. Its attenuated, skeletal fingers 
wriggle, clicking together like castanets..., 


REVENANT 
(gurgling through a 
gutted trachea) 
oe —KAYTEENNNNNN. cee 


KAREN 
(with sudden 
realization) 
Curtis?! 
What wsed to be Curtis SNARLS and springs forward... 


BLADE 


Jaunches himself between Curtis and Karen. Curtis lands on 
him, knocking Blade back into the drifte-pile of bones. The 
two men sink beneath the surface in a swirl of churning 
foam and swinging limbs, then... 


Blade is HURLED from the water. He SLAMS against the wall 
of the pit as Curtis rises once more. The monster comes 
rushing at Blade, a biur of pisensog Claws, its metabolisn 
kicking into fast-forward... 


Blade fumbles, grabs hold of a human femur and swings it 
like a Louisville Siugger... 


CRACK! The blow shatters the Curtis-thing’s jaw. Its head 
lolls at an awkward angle... 
Blade advances, swings again and again... ae : 


e 


CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! Consumed by biood-lust, Biade 
-—purmels the howling horror. It stumbles backwards, sinking 
against another pile of bones... _ 
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fi" The last blow snaps the femur in half. Blade takes the 
te. jagged end in both hands and DIVES FORWARD, thrusting the 
- point down into Curtis’ chest. 


The Curtis-thing expels a wheezing GASP and sinks back into 
the water, leaving only a fountain of rising oxygen bubbles 
~ *in its wake.’ 


Blade falls against the slime-covered pit wall. Now that 
he‘s expended precious energy, the Thirst is worse than 
ever. He doubles over, experiencing phenomenal pain. 
Karen moves to hin. 
BLADE 
Stay away... 


Karen reaches out to him anyway. 


KAREN 
Eric, listen to me... : 


Blade tries to twist away, but Karen just follows. 


KAREN 
Take some of py biocod, 


BLADE 
You don’t know what -you’re 
saying... 


KAREN 
It’s the only chance we have of 
. getting out of here. 


- Blade suppresses a shudder. Simply keeping himself fron 
attacking her takes every ounce of his resolve. 


BLADE 
I...don’t know...if 1/11 be 
able to stop... 


KAREN . 
I trust you. 
Karen would like Blade to believe her, but the truth is, 
she’s terrified. aa ; 
mw a “Blade rises. His eyes are on fire. The human side of his 
soul is dormant - gone. At this moment, Blade wants what 
Karen is offering more than anything he’s ever desired in 
his entire life. 
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Karen pulls Blade to her. She turns her head to the side, 
baring her neck. Shuts her eyes. 


Blade opens his mouth. His canines elongate. He lowers 
his head... 


nea fe) e 


Karen involuntarily stiffens when the teeth puncture her 
skis. Her response is to hold Blade even tighter. At 
first there’s pain, but then that starts to dissipate... 


Bladé moans and sinks his teeth in deeper. Karen’s head 
rolis back. Her lips part. Her eyes open - they’re 
glassy, unseeing. An unexpected wave of ecstasy overtakes 
her. She shudders, starts to writhe. 


Her breath quickens, falls into a synchronous rhythm with 
Blade’s. Her fingers dig deep into his back, clawing 
Gownward, tearing into hin. 

She's not Karen anymore - she’s a red blood cell, an 
erythrocyte, spinning in a river of plasma, roaring up 
Blade’s femoral artery, racing towards the pumping charbers 
of his heart which beats like the deafening breath of God, 
which blots all other sounds out of existence, which... 


BLADE 
NOI!!! 


Blade tears himself away from Karen, his pulse racing at 
break-neck speed. 


KAREN 
(tears streaming down 
her cheeks) 
eee on’t...Stop... 


Blade grabs Karen by her shoulders, forcing her back. 


BLADE 
If we don’t stop now, you'll 
die! ; 


Karen stares at Blade, wide-eyed. Slowly, very slowly, her 
eyes seem to find focus once again. She shakes her head. 
Just like waking from a dream. She touches the raw wounds 


on her neck. oo 


KAREN 
(shaken) 
eo DY God... 
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A beat. Their breathing sinks down to a normal pace. 


KAREN 
Are you...alright now? 


Blade nods. His eyes are more vibrant than ever. His 
-~ Strength has returned - if anything, it’s been amplified by 
the infusion of real blood = the only downside is, he’s. 
taken one giant step closer to the darkness. He pulis the 
rah chain between his manacles taught, strains against 
Cie = 


SNAP! The chain breaks in half. Blade flexes his hands - 
his fingernails lengthen, tapering to sharp points. He 
turns towards the pit wall, looks up, runs his hands over 
the lichen-slick surface... 


BLADE 
Wraps your arms around ny neck 
and hold on. ; 
Karen does as requested. Blade sinks his claws into the 
crumbling mortar between the bricks and starts to climb. 
Hand over hand, their combined weight supported only by his 
fingertips. 


Blade’s body trembles from the exertion. His grip 
threatens to falter, each handhold more precarious than the 


dast... 


Bliade’s hands appear over the lip of the bone pit. He 
heaves himself up and out, collapsing onto the crypt floor. 
Karen falls beside hin. 


CuT TO: 


INT. TEMPLE, CAVERN = NIGHT 


We are in a natural grotto beneath the temple crypt which 
is dominated by a giant pool of blood. Above the pool, 
stalactites cling to the cavern ceiling like an arny of 
icicles. ; 


The twelve vampires lords stand at the edge of the pool, 
wearing ceremonial red robes. Each of the vampires holds a 
dagger in his or her hands, pressed tight against their 
breast. These are "The Chosen" = the vanppires who wiil 
“sacrifice their lives in order for their Kirig to return. 


Deacon, Vanessa, Mercury, and Quinn watch from a narrow 
ledge which rings the grotto. 
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FROST 
(addressing the Chosen) 
You’ve been granted a 
tremendous honor. You are The 
Chosen. Tonight you offer up 
your life-forces in order to be 
reborn as our king. 


Frost raisés site hand to salute the Chosen, then lowers — 
it.é. 


One by one, the Chosen plunge the daggers into their 
chests. It’s a traditional suicide rite, not unlike the 
Japanese ritualized procedure of seppuku. 


THE CHOSEN 


collapse to the cavern floor, their bodies quickly sizzling 
and dissolving away. Milky vampire blood oozes down the 
Sloping floor, flowing across the rock like quicksilver. 

As the first Grops reach the pool... 


THE POOL OF BLOOD 


begins to chuxm, swirling around in foaming eddies. The 
vanpire blood starts streaming down the sloping floor 
faster and faster, almost as if it were being sucked into 
the pool by an intense gravitational force. A black hole 


soaking up every precious drop. 


ON FROST 


as he watches the blood pool churn, elated. His dreams are 
ets coning to fruition. 


FROST 
. (guietiy) 
"And what rough beast, its hour 
come round at last, slouches 
towards Bethlehem to be born?" 


INT. TEMPLE, CRYPT - NIGHT 


Blade moves to one of the recessed tombs. Each tomb has 
been sealed off by an iron gate. Blade grabs hold of:one 
of the spiked pickets and wrenches it from the gate. He 

—hefts the makeshift spear in his hands. To their right is 
the entrance to a winding staircase, Blade and Karen start 
Gown it... 


108. 


INT. TEMPLE, CAVERN = NIGHT 


Frost and the others watch from the ledge... 


BLADE (0.S.) 
Frost!!! 


, 


~~ WHIP-PAN TO... 
Blade and Karen across the cavern, having just emerged fon 
the winding staircase. Blade throws the picket like a 
severe Ds aiming straight for Frost’s heart... 


ites Jeaps forty feet into the air, clinging upside down 
to the cavern ceiling. The javelin bounces off the cavern 
wall. 


Quinn springs from the ledge to the cavern floor, armed 
with Blade’s punching dagger which he waves about. 


QUINN : 
And now for my next trick... 


Quinn offers his second “new hand" up for view. 


QUINN 
Amazing, isn’t it? You can 
Slice him, you can dice hin, 
and he keeps on coning. 


Quinn charges. Blade meets the vampire head-on, dropping 
into a low kick and sweeping the vazpire’s legs out fron 
under him. He spins behind Quinn... 


BLADE 
let’s see if you can grow a new 
one of these! 


Blade hooks a finger through the metal ring at the end of 
his jacket sleeve. ZING! He pulls out a retractable 
strangle-wire which he twists around Quinn’s throat. Blade 


tightens the wire. It cuts straight through the Quinn’s 


neck, decapitating him. The headless body staggers about, 
then @rops to the cavern floor. Blade scoops up his 
punching dagger... ; 
, | FROST , 
Enough!!! ee 
FROST 


drops from the cavern ceiling, somersaulting down through 
the air. 
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He lands on his feet just in front of Blade, brandishing 
the silver sword. 


FROST 
Have it your way, Eric. TI 
wanted your blood. You don’t 
eee to be alive for me to get 
t 


é 
6 
aes e 


ty 


Fro$t thrusts the sword forward... 


Blade presses the grip-trigger on his punching dagger - 
CHING! - the two side blades spread out. We hear the RASP 
and CLANG of metal on metal as Blade manages to trap the 
sword-point between two of the dagger blades... 


For a moment, both men are eye to eye, their weapons locked 
together, then, Frost forces Blade backwards... 


What happens next is the most blindingly-fast sword fight 
ever exposed to celluloid. Sc6th men, fueled by super-human 
speed, lunge and spin across the cavern floor in a blurred 
ballet of lethal moves. Blood flows, skin is slashed open, 
muscles are punctured, clothing is shredded... 


Blade and Frost are in danger of hacking each other to 
bits. 


Frost Jands a powerful blow on Blade’s shoulder, the sword- 
edge biting deep into the flesh. Blade SCREAMS. Frost 
withdraws the sword for another strike, brings it sweeping 
around... 


Once more, Blade manages to catch the sword-point with his 
punching dagger, only this tine, Frost twists the sword 
under and over, tearing the dagger from Blade’s grasp... 


The dagger tumbles end over end, sinking point-first into 
the stone cavern wall. 


KAREN 


° | ; 
rushes to the cavern wall. She grabs the dagger by the 
hilt, struggles to pull it from the stone... 

i e 
A CLAWED HAND : . 


Clamps down on Karen’s shoulder, spinning her arotind... 


MERCURY 


stands behind her, snarling. She lashes out, knocks Karen 
to the floor... 
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ON BLADE AND FROST 


Blade, now weaponiless, has been backed into a corner. 
oe Slowly advances, then springs forward with a lunging 


~* Blade spins out of the way, grabs a burning torch from one 
pf the wall sconces, and shoves it in Frost’s face. sea 
Frost’s Hair catches fire. He stumbles backwards, beating 
at the flames, giving Blade a monent’s respite. 


Frost manages to extinguish the flames. He lifts his 
snoking head. Half of the flesh from his face has been 
singed away, revealing much of his skull beneath. He now 
has a death’s head grin worthy of Sardonicus. 


FROST 
(filled with disgust) 
I was wrong about you, Eric. 
You were never one of us. 
You’re a traitor to your race. 
A fucking Uncle Ton. 


Frost raises the sword above his head, ready for the 
killing blow... 


ON MERCURY AND KAREN 


Karen pushes herself up on her hands and knees, her head 
spinning from Mercury’s blow. She’s a mess. Her nose is 
bleeding, she can’t catch her breath... 


7 Mercury grabs a handful of Karen’s hair and wrenches her 
head back. Wraps her other hand about Karen’s throat. 


MERCURY 
(hissing) 
Now you die, Doctor! 


As Mercury pushes Karen back to the floor, something 
tumbles from Karen’s shirt pocket... 
THE SILVER-NITRATE DART a 


that Whistler designed just before he was killed. , 


Mercury’s lower jaw unhinges and her fangs grow longer, 
“dripping with caustic venom. AS she lowers ‘her head 
towards Karen... 


-oeKaren grabs the dart and plunges it into the side of 
Mercury’s neck. Mercury clasps a hand to her throat and 
SHRIEKS like a wounded animal. 


(CONTINUED) 
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The effect is instantaneous. We see the silver-nitrate 
enter her bloodstream. As it speeds through her vascular 
systen, it glows like radioactive dye, outlining the 
network of veins and arteries beneath her skin. 


_ Mercury is incinerated from the inside out. Her SCREAM 
“rises higher. and higher until her entire body simply 
yaporizes.. 


ON FROST 
as he spins to look at Mercury. 


FROST 
Mercury! 


It’s Blade’s only chance. He draws his fist back and 
swings with every ounce of his strength, Bley ging his fist 
straioht through Frost’s chest! 


Frost GASPS, looks at Biade in disbelief. : The sword 
tumbles from his grasp. Blade rips his hand back out. 
There’s a gaping hole in Frost’s chest cavity where his 
heart ysed to be. He sinks to his knees. There’s a 
faraway look in his eyes. Like his soul has already 
Geparted. 


FROST 
(shuddering) 
Just remember, Eric... 
(weakly) 
-oothe...Thirst...always 
oe eWiNSe ce 


Vampire blood starts to flow from his wound towards the 
pool, floating through the air like beading liquid in zero 
gravity. Frost’s life-force is literally being sucked out 
of him. The blood drains from his body before our very 
eyes. All the color is Jeeched out of him. In seconds his 
entire body - skin, hair, eyes, everything - has been 
bleached bone white. 


Ris body implodes, crumpling into a cloud of ash which 
races about in circles through the air, then dives and 
vanishes into the pool. 0 


4FHE PENDANT OF REGENCY 


which had been strung around Frost’s neck, now falls to the 
ground. It bounces and rolls like a coin spinning on its 
edge, then skips over a crack in the rock and sinks below 
the surface of the pool. The swirling vortex of blood 
slows, settiing into stillness. 


(CONTINUED) 
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An unnatural silence falls over the cavern. Blade kneels, 
picks up his sword. He looks to Karen, then something 
catches his eye. 


VANESSA 


~ “emerges from’ the shadows at the edge of the cavern, a look 
pf tremendous sadness on her face. It’s a charged, tense 
moment. Tears fall from her eyes. She turns and heads 
back into the darkness. 


BLADE 


Vanessa hesitates. Blade takes a step towards her, 
desperate not to Jose her now that he’s found her. 


VANESSA 
Your mother died a long tine . 
ago, Eric. Let her go. : 


BLADE 
You can fight it. TI have. 
Karen’s working on a cure. 


She shakes her head. 


VANESSA 
Deacon changed me. Forced me 
to do things. I’m not the ‘sane 
person anymore. 


BLADE 
Be’s dead now. All of that’s 
over. 


VANESSA 


(quietly) 
It’s never over. 


Just then, a deep, RUMBLING ROAR fills the cavern. Blade 
wheels around, eyes wide... ’ 


IN THE POOL, 
9 


the blood is roiling, churning faster and faster. A water- 
spout of blood rises up, spinning about in a turbid frenzy. 
And out of that swirling blood-mist, SOMETHING begins to 
coalesce, to take shape. A blur of limbs and claws and 
gnashing teeth, leathery wings and beetle<black skin... 


(CONTINUED) 
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LAMAGRA 


bursts from the blood-pool into the air, unfurling his 
great wings, alighting on the cavern floor. The vampire 
king isn’t even remotely human. More insect-like than 

_mannalian, with an elongated snout and six skeletal limbs 
wavang about like some nightmarish Hindu deity. A Genonic 
Shiva with-saurian eyes and claws the length of butcher - 
knives. ‘Think of a wolf/wasp hybrid or a praying mantis 
turned inside-out. 


; VANESSA 
(to Blade) \ 
Get out of here!!! 


LaMagra bats Vanessa aside. She slams against the rock 
wall, falls to the ground, still... 


The vampire king opens his mouth and ROARS like a T-Rex, 
revealing row upon row of serrated teeth. . For a brief 
second his features seem to morph, flickering in and out as 
we see the faces of the vampire Lords - the twelve souls 
who have been re-shaped into this nightmare. He turns to 
Blade and speaks in a raspy, sibilant voice. 


LAMAGRA 
Sssooo, youuu are Bladdde, the 
fabled vampire-hunterrr? 


The creature’s booming laughter thunders off the cavern 
walls. 
: | | LAMAGRA 
Thennn cone to ne, Bladdde! 
Let usss danccce! 


He SNARLS and two tongue-like tentacles fire ovt from his 
gaping maw. They wrap around Blade’s ankles and puli his 
feet out from under him. As Blade is dregged back towards 
LaMagra’s waiting mouth, he swings his sword down on the 
tentacles, severing then... 


i 
Blade kicks himself free and stands, plunging his sword 
sever es LaMagra’s heart... 


wHoosH! LaMagra instantly turns into liquid coca - 
animated blood, laughing all the while. He splashes to the 
floor, then streams through Blade’s feet, re-solidifying 
behind 


Blade spins, swings his sword at LaMagra’s head... 


(CONTINUED) 
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Once again, the king vampire morphs into blood-form. He 
ok races around Blade in a series of spouting arcs, turning 
from blood-form to solid and back again in a series of 
Split-second transformations. 


ae Erece whirls, striking with his sword and missing every 
time... 7 : 


LaMagra’s head morphs out of the spiraling column of blood. 
Then his wings. He soars up to the top of the cavern, 
liquefying once again and seeping through the cracks in the 
stone ceiling. In seconds he’s gone, like rain-water 
burbdiing up through an inverted drain. , 


Blade rushes to the winding stairs leading out of the 
cavern and takes to the steps, four at a tine. 


INT. TEMPLE, SANCTUARY =- NIGHT 


Blade charges up the stairs beneath the stone altar, his 
eyes darting about the shadowed sanctuary. The faintest of 
pre-dawn glows seeps in at the edges of the blacked-out 
stained-glass windows. 


BLADE 
WHERE ARE YOU?! 


LaMagra answers, his voice a whisper which seems to cone 
from all around us. 


LAMAGRA | 
I ammm everyyywherrre. 


A DROPLET OF BLOOD 

Spatters the dusty stone floor at Blade’s feet. 
Blade looks up... 

A SHOWER OF BLOOD 


rains from above, coalescing into LaMagra as he sweeps down 
on Blade lixe a giant bird of prey. 


LaMagra snatches Blade up in his talons, wings flapping, 
blowing up a storm of dust. He carries Blade-up into. the 
air, up to the domed ceiling of the temple... oo 2 


BLADE 


finds himself eye to eye with the howling monster. Se 
hacks away at the vampire’s limbs, then manages to thrust 
his sword-point into one of LaMagra’s eyes... 


(CONTINUED) 
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LaMagra SCREAMS and releases Blade. Blade plunges, some 
forty feet down... 


BOOM! Blade lands atop the stone altar, spread-eagled, 
stunned, the wind knocked out of him. His sword falls fron 
_ bis grasp. _ 


Blade lifts his head, tries to sit up. He winces in pain. 
Despite his super-human strength, his body has been 
terribly damaged. 


iad es POV 
LaMagra DIVES at Blade like a bat out of heli... 


WHAM! The monster vampire lands on top of Blade, crushing 
him against the altar top. 


LAMAGRA 
You wwwant my blooddd sssso , 
muchhh?! Take ittt! : 


LaMagra’s arms elongate and liquefy, flowing into two 
snake-like spouts of blood - the rest of LaMagra remains 
solid. The blood-spouts twist around Blade’s neck, melding 


together, completely encasing Blade’s heac in a bybble of 
blood 


Blade claws at the bicod-bubble as if it were a solid 
object that he could dislodge, but his fingers just pass 
through it. JLaMagra’s laughter fills the temple sanctuary. 


_ = LAMAGRA 
ZI willl devourrr you, Bladdde! 
You willl becommme a part of 
meee! : 


Blade is drowning in LaMacra’s blood. His eyes bulge. 
Oxygen bubbles stream from his mouth. His struggles becone 
more frantic... 


VANESSA (0.8.) i 
No!$} 


WHIP-PAN TO... 6 


° e 
Vanessa standing at the end of the chancel, ‘in front of one 
of the blacked-out windows. She’s retrieved Blade’s sword. 


‘TaMagra HISSES... 
(CONTINUED) 
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Vanessa raises the sword above her head and strikes at the 
window behind her. Glass panes SHATTER. Shafts of 
daylight fall across both Vanessa and LaMagra... 


LAMAGRA 


~* rears back, releasing Blade, his arms solidifying once 
again. He throws up his hands, trying to shield his face 
from the daylight... : 


The'blood-bubble dissolves, flows away fron Blade's face. 
He gasps, chokes in air... 

' VANESSA \ 
ERIC!!! 


Vanessa, her skin already smoking from the burning rays, 
throws the sword towards Blade... 


THE SWORD ; 
spins end over end, its mirrored surface reflecting 
sunlight in a kaleidoscopic pinwheel of radiance... 


Blade sits up, catching the sword by its hiit, continuing 
the ancient weapon’s momentum, Sriving jt clear through 
agra’ e . 


LaMagra Jets loose a SHRIEK like a sonic boom. Every 
window in the temple SHATTERS at once, blowing inward in a 
blizzard of glass silvers, flooding the Temple of Night 


with light. 
si The circular window above the altar disintegrates, 
, showering down glass fragments, a 
LAMAGRA 


writhes, his skin instantly blackening to a charcoal crisp. 
His insect-like carapace begins to split. Luminescent 
blood wells up from the fissures like lava magma seeping 
through an igneous crust. | 


ZaMagra flies backwards against the temple wall, wings 
spread wide, limbs blindly clawing at the air. His’ body 
ignites, flames burning white with cornea-seating ¢ 

‘“e-dntensity. His SCREAMS continue to rise in pitch,. rising 
to an unendurable level and then... 


Macra qoes nova, explodin nto an ever-expanding ball o 


light which blots everything out of existence, 
(CONTINUED) 
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ON BLADE 


lowering his hands from his eyes, his vision slowly 
returning... 


BLADE’S POV 

“All that renains of LaMagra is a great black, winged shadow. 
- his atoms permanently seared into the masonry of 

temple wall just like the victims of Hiroshima. 

THE SWORD 


lies in pieces on the stone floor, shattered by the force 
of the occult explosion. 


‘Blade climbs down from the Bienes weak, but very much 


alive. He hears a sound a few yards away, a WHIMPER. He 
moves towards it... 


VANESSA 7 


cowers beneath a balcony, in one of the few remaining 
shadowed places. She’s been badly burnt by the sun’s rays. 
She’s dying. 


Blade limps towards her. 


BLADE ; 
Mother, Jet me help you... 


VANESSA 
No. I’m free of Deacon nov. I 
just want release. 


She stands. We can only really see her in silhouette. A 
ghost of a woman. 


VANESSA 
(full of renorse) 
I wish I could have known you, 
Eric. I wish I could have : 
watched you grow up... 


She takes a step towards the shaft of sunlight whigh 
sparkles with dust motes... 


BLADE *e 
Mother, wait... : 


VANESSA 
I love you. I always did. 
Just try to remember that. 


(CONTINUED) 
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Vanessa moves into the column of light. She goes up like 
flash paper, burning bright, disintegrating, her particles 
spiraling. upwards. 


IN A BURST OF LIGHT, 
-~-all that is:left is a glimmering spark. It hovers in the 

air for a poment like a firefly, then rises up through the 

column of light, disappearing out through the shattered 

Gome window into open air. 

ON BLADE’S UPTURNED FACE 


as he stares at the circle of sky. Tears stream Gown his 
cheeks. It’s the first time we’ve seen him really cry. 


KAREN (0.58.) 
Eric? 


Blade turns. Karen stands a few feet away, She moves to 
hin, looks into his eyes. Which side of Blade’s soul has 
won out? Human or vampire? 

After a tentative moment, they embrace. 


Human. 


WE RISE UP, 


pulling away from Blade and Karen, leaving them alone in 
the shaft of sunlight. 


Leaving them alone.to heal. 
FADE OUT. 


THE END 


